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CHAPTER IV. 

1817-1823. 

LETTERS TO THE WORDSWORTHS, BERNARD BARTON, 
AND OTHERS. 

To WILLIAM AYRTON, Esq. 

Lbitkr CLXIII.] May 17, 1817. 

My dear friend, 

Before I end, 

Have you any 

More orders for Don Giovanni, 

To give 

Him that doth live 
Your faithful Zany 1 

Without raillery, 

I mean Gallery 
Ones : 

For I am a person that shuns 
• All ostentation 

And being at the top of the fashion ; 

And seldom go to operas 
But in formd pauperia / 

I go to the play^ 

In a very economic^ sort of a way, 

&ther to see 
Than be seen ^ 

Voi. n. a 
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LSTTBES OF OHAELES LAMB. 


Though I’m do ill sight 
Neither, 

By candle-light 

And in some kinds of weather. 

You might pit me 
For height 
Against Kean ; 

But in a grand tragic scene 
I’m nothing ; 

It would create a kind of loathing 
To see me act Hamlet ; 

There’d be many a damn let 
Fly 

At my presumption, 

If I should try, 

Being a fellow of no gumption. 

By the way, tell me candidly how you rdish 
This, which they call 
The lapidary style 1 
(J^inions vary. 

The late Mr. Hellish 
Could never abide it ; 

He thought it vile, 

And coxcombical 
My friend the poet laurcat, 

Who b a great lawyer at 
Anything comical, 

Was the first who tried it ; 

But Mcllbh could never abide rt: 

But it signifies very little what Mellbb mdd, 
Because he b dead. 

For who can confute 
A body that’s mutet 
Or who would fight 
With a senseless sprite t 
Or think of troubling 
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An inpenetrable old goblin. 

That’s dead and gone, 

And stiff as stone, 

To conTince him with arguments pro and con, 

As if some live logician, 

Bred iip at Merton, — 

Or Mr. Hazlitt, the metaphysidan ; — 

Hey, Mr. Ayrton 1 
With all your rare tone. 

For tell me how should an apparition 
List to your call, 

Though you talk’d for ew, 

Ever so clever : 

When his ear itself, 

By which he must hear, or not hear at all, 

Is laid on the shelf) 

Or put the case 
(For more grace), 

It were a female spec^-~ 

Now could you expect her 
To take much gust 
In long speeches, 

With her tongue os diy as dust. 

In a sandy place, 

Where no peaches. 

Nor lemons, nor limes, nor oranges hang, 

To drop on the drought of an arid harangue. 

Or quench, 

• With their sweet drench, 

The fiery pangs which the worms inflict^ 

With their endless nibbllngs, 

* Like quibblings, 

Which the corpse may didike, but can ne’er contradicti 
Hey, Mr. Ayrton 1 
With all your rare tone. 

1 am. 

0. X^AIIB. 
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IJSTTBES OF CHABLE3 LAMB. 


To Mb. BARRON FIELD. 

teTBR CLXIV.J 31, 1817. 

My dear Barron — The lyearer of this letter so far 
across the seas is Mr. Lawroy, who comes out to you as 
a missionary, and whom I have been strongly importuned 
to recommend to you as a most worthy creature by Mr. 
Fenwick, a very old, honest friend of mine ; of whom, if 
my memory does not deceive me, you have had some 
knowledge heretofore as editor of the SicUesman ; a man 
of talent, and patriotic. If you can show him any 
facilities in his arduous undertaking, you will oblige us 
much. Well, and how does the land of thieves use you 1 
and how do you pass your time, in your extra-judicial 
intervals 1 Going al)out the streets with a lantern, like 
Diogenes, looking for an honest mani You may look^ 
long enough, I fmicy. Do give me some notion of the 
manners of the inhabitants where you are. They don^t 
thieve all day long, do they 1 No human property could 
stand such continuous battery. And what do they do 
when they au*t stealing 1 

Have you got a theatre 1 What pieces are performed 1 
Shak8{)earc’R, I suppose ; not so much for the poetry, as 
for his having once been in danger of leaving hhi country 
on account of certain ** small deer.” .m 

Have you poets among youl Damn’d plapirists, I 
fancy, if you have any. I would not trust an idea, or 
a p^et-handkerchief of mine, among ’em. Yon are 
almost competent to answer Lord Badhn’s proUem, 
whether a nation of atheists can subsigt togeUier. Yoa 
are practically in one : — 

** So thievish 'tis, that the eighth commandmeat itsell 
Sosree seemeth thej^ to he.^’ 

Our old honest world goes on with little perceptible 
wiatimi. Of course you have heard of poor Mit^dTs 
death, and that G. Dyer is one of Ix^ Stanbopda 
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midiiaries. 1 am afraid be has not touched , much of 
the residue yet. He is positiTely as lean as Cassius. 
Banies is going to Demerara, or X^BsequibOi I am not 
quite certain which. Alsager is turned actor. He came 
out in genteel comedy at Cheltenham this season, and has 
hopes a London engagement. 

For my own history, I am just in the same ^t, doing 
the same thing (vidcUcet, little or nothing) as when you 
left me ; only I have positive hopes that I shall be able 
to conquer that inveterate habit of smoking which you 
may remember I indulged in. I think of making a 
beginning this evening, viz. Sunday, Slst Aug. 1817, not 
Wednesday, 2d Feb. 1818, as it will be pcrha|)B when 
you read this for the first time. There is the difficulty 
of writing from one end of the globe (hemispheres, I call 
*em) to another ! Why, half the truths I have sent you 
^in this letter will become lies before they reach you, and 
some of the lies (which I have mixed for variety’s sake, 
and to exercise your judgment in tho finding of them out) 
may be turned into sad realities before you shall be called 
upon to detect them. Such are the defects of going by 
different chronologies. Your ‘*now” is not my “now”; 
and again, your “then” is not my “then”; but my 
“now” may be your “then,” and tnee versd. Whose 
head is competent to these things 7 

Honf^ does Mrs. Fkid get on in her geography 7 Does 
she ku^ where die is by this time 7 I am not sure 
Bometunes you are not in another planet; but then f 
«fon’t like to ask Capt. Burney, or any of those that know 
anything abottt it, for fear of exposing my ignorance. 

Our kindest remembrances, however, to Mrs. F., if 
she will accept of reminiscences from another pJaaet, or 
at* least another hemisphere. 0. L. 
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letters of CHARLES LAMB. 


MABY LAMB to Miss WORDSWORTH. 

XjVmoBL CliXV.] NoDemher 21, 1817. 

My dear Mias Wordsworth — Your kind letter has 
given us very great pleasure; the sight of your hand- 
writing was a most welcome surprise to us. We have 
heard good tidings of you by all our friends who were so 
fortunate as to visit you this Smnmer, and rejoice to see 
it confirmed by yourself. You have quite the advantage, 
In volunteering a letter ; there is no merit in replying to 
so welcome a stranger. 

Wo liavo left the Temple. I think you will be sorry 
to hear this. I know I have never been so well satisfied 
with thinking of you at Rydal Moimt, as when I could 
connect the idea of you with your own Grasmere Cottage. 
Our rooms were dirty and out of repair, and the incon-* 
veniences of living in chambers becime every year more 
irksome, and so, at last, wo mustered up resolution 
enough to leave the good old place, that so long had 
sheltered us, and here we are, living at a brarieris shop, 
No. 20, in Russell Street, Oovent Garden, a place 
alive with noise and bustle; Drury Lane Theatre in 
sight from our front, and Cbvent Garden from our back 
windows. Tlie hubbub of the carriages returning from 
the play does not annoy me in the least ; strange that it 
does not, for it is quite tremendous. I quite eqjoy 
looking out of the window, and listening to the ddUftg 
up of the carriages, and ibe squabbles ofsihe ooadimen 
and linkboys. It is tbe oddest scene to look down upon ; 

I am sure you would bo amused with it It is well I 
am in a elu^ul place, or 1 should have many misgivings 
about leaving the Temple. 1 look forward with great 
pleasure to the prospedt of sedng my g^)od friend, Miss 
Hutchinson. I wish Rydal Mount, with all its inhabitants 
endosed, were to be transplanted with her, and to remain v 
steUonaiy In rim midst of Oovent Garden. 



* FROM MARY LAMR tO HISS WORDSWORTH. 7 

1 passed tbrougli the street lately where Mr. and Mrs. 
Wordsworth lodg^ ; several fine new houses, which were 
then just rising out of the ground, are quite finished, and 
a noble entrance made that way into Portland Place, I 
am very sorry for Mr. De Quinoey. What a blunder the 
poor man made when ho took up his dwelling among the 
mountains ! I long to see my friend Pypos. Coleridge 
is still at Little Hampton with Mrs. Gillmauj he has 
been so ill as to be confined to his room almost ^e whole 
time he has been there. 

Charles has had all his Hogarths bound in a book ; 
they were sent home yesterday, and now that 1 have 
them altogether, and perceive the advantage of peeping 
close at them through my spectacles, I am reconciled to 
the loss of them hanging round the room, which has been 
a great mortification to me — in vain I tried to console 
myself with looking at our new chairs and carpets, 
^ for we have got new chairs, and carpets covering all over 
our two sitting-rooms ; 1 missed my old friends and could 
not be comforted — then I would resolve to learn to look 
out of the window, a habit I never could attain in my 
life, and I have given it up as a thing quite impracticable 
— ^yet when 1 was at Brighton, last Summer, the first week 
I never took my eyes oif from the sea, not even to look in 
a book : I had not seen the sea for sixteen years. Mrs. 
Morgan, who was with us, kept her liking, and continued 
her seat in the window till the very last, while Charles 
and I played truants, and wander^ among the hills, 
*whieh we magnified into little mountains, and almost a$ 
good 08 Wistmoreland scenery : certainly we made dis- 
coveries of many pleasant walks, which few of the 
Brighton visitors have ever dreamed of—for, like as is 
the oase in the neighbourhood of London, after the first 
two or three mOes we were sure to find ourselves in a 
perfect solitude. I hope we shjQ mCet before the waBc- 
tiig feoiilties of either of us fail ; you say you can walk 
fifteen mUes with ease; that is exactly my stint, and 
more feygues me; four or five miles every third or 
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foorth day, ke^ng very quiet between, was all Mm, 
Moigw could accomplish. 

God bless you and yours. Love to all and each one.^ 
I am ever yours most affectionately, M. Lamb. 

To Miss WORDSWOBTH. 

LrrrEH CLXVI. ] November 21, 1817. 

Bear Miss Wordsworth — Here we are, transplanted 
from our native soil. I thought we never could have 
been tora up from the Temple. Indeed it was an ugly 
wrench, but like a tooth, now ^tis out, and I am easy. 
We never can strike root so deep in any other ground. 
This, where wc arc, is a light bit of gardener’s mould, 
and if they take us up from it, it will cost no blood and 
groans, like mandnikes pulled up. Wo are in the indi- 
vidual sfK>t 1 like best, in all this great city. The 
theatres, with all their noises. Oovent Garden, dearer 
to me than any gjirdens of Alcinous, where we are morally 
sure of the earliest jxjas and ’B}>anigus. Bow Street, 
where the thieves are examined, within a few yards of us. 
Maiy had not been here four and-twenty hours before she 
miw a thief. She sits at the window working ; and casually 
throwing out her eyes, she sees a concourse of people com- 
ing tins way, with a constable to conduct the solemnity. 
These little incidents agreeably diversify a female life, 
Mary has brought her part of this letter to an ortho- 
dox and loving coiidiision, which is very well, for I have net 
room for pansies and remembrances. What a nice Imlyday 
I got on Wednesday by favour of a princess tiyiag I ^ 

O. L. 


To J. PAYNE OOLLDER. 

LwtkeCLXVII.] 10,18X7; 

Dear J. P. 0, — I know how sealously you fed for our 
friend B. T. Coleridge ; and I know that you and yon# 
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fiunily Attended hU lectures four or five jem ago. He 
is in bad health, and worse mind : and unless something 
Is done to lighten his mind he will soon be reduced to 
his extremities ; and even these are not in the best con* 
dition. I am sure that you will do for him what you 
can ; but at present he seems in a mood to do for 1dm- 
self. He projects a new course, not of physic, nor of 
metaphysic, nor a new course of life, but a new course of 
lectures on Shakspeare and Poetiy. There is no man 
better qualified (fdways excepting number one); but I 
am pre-engaged for a series of dissertations on India 
and Indiapeiidence, to be completed, at the expense of 
the Company, in T know not (yet) how many volumes 
foolscap folio. I am busy getting up my Hindoo 
mythology; and, for the purpose, I am once more 
enduring Southey’s curse. To be serious, Coleridge’s 
state and affairs make me so ; and there are particular 
reasons jtist now, and have b^n any tinie for the last 
twenty years, why he should succeed. He will do so 
with a little encouragement. I have not seen him 
lately ; and he docs not know that I am writing. 

Yours (for Coleridge’s sake) in haste, 0. Lamb. 


To BENJAMIN ROBERT HAYDON. 

Lritbe CLXVIII.] I)ecmkr 1817. 

, My dear Haydon— I will come with pleasure to 22, 
lisson Oravi^ North, at Rosse’s, half-way up, right-hand 
side,-if I csSt find it. 

Yours, C. Lamb. 

. 20, Rnsaell Court, 

Oovent Garden, East 
Half-way up, next the comer, 

Left-land aide. 
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To Mbs. WORDSWORTH. 

East India House, 

XiKvraL CLXIX.] Fdmutry 18, 1818. 

My dear Mrs. Wordsworth — I have repeatedly taken 
pen in hand to answer your kind letter. My sister 
should more properly have done it, but she having failed, 
I consider mysdf answerable for her debts. I am now 
tiyiiig to do it* in the midst of commercial noises, and 
with a quill which seems more ready to glide into 
arithmetical figures and names of gourds, cassia, carda> 
moms, aloes, ginger, or tea, than into kindly responses 
and ^cndly recollections. The reason why I cannot 
write letters at home is, that I am never alone. Plato’s 
— (I write to W. W. now) — Plato’s double-animal parted 
never longed more to be reciprocally re -united in the 
system of its first creation than I sometimes do to be but 
for a moment single and separate. Except my morning’s 
walk to the office, which is like treading on sands of gold 
for that reason, 1 am never so. I cannot walk home 
fiom office but some officious friend offers his unwelcome 
coortosics to accompany me. All the morning I am 
pestered. I could sit and gravely cast up sums in great 
books, or compare sum with sum, and write *‘paid” 
against this, and “unpaid” against t’other, and yet 
reserve in some comer of my mind “some darling 
thoughts all my own,” — faint memory of some passage 
in a lKX)k, or the tone of an absent friend’s voice — a 
snatch of Miss Burreirs singing, or a gleqga of Fanny 
Kelly’s divine plain face. The two operations might be 
going on at the same time without thwartingi as the 
sun’s two motions (earth’s, 1 mean), or as I smnetimes 
turn round till I am giddy, in my bade parlour, while 
my sister is walking longitudinally in the finmt ; or as 
the shoulder of veal twists round with tire s{fit^ while the 
smoke wreathes up the chimney. But there are a ^ of. 
amateum of the Belles Lettres — ^the gay sdeiiee— -who 



TO MRS. WORDSWORTH. II 

eome to me as a smrt of xmidezrous, putUog qnesMo&s of 
criticisin, of British Institutions, Lalla I^khs, eto. — 
what Coleridge said at the lecturo last night — who have 
the form of reading men, but, for any possible use read- 
ing can be to them, but to talk of, might as well have 
been Ante-Cadmeans bom, or have lain sucking out the 
sense of an Egyptian hieroglyph as long as the pyramids 
will last, before they should find it. These pests worrit 
me at business, and in all its intervals, perplexing my 
accounts, poisoning my little salutary warming- time at 
the fire, puzzling my paragraphs if I take a newspaper, 
cramming in between my own free thoughts and a column 
of figures, which had come to an amicable compromise 
but for them. Tlieir noise ended, one of them, as I said, 
accompanies me home, lest I should be solitary for a 
moment; he at length takes his welcome leave at the 
door ; up I go, mutton on table, hungry as hunter, hope 
to forget my cares, and bury them in the agreeable 
abstraction of mastication ; knock at the door, in comes 
Mr. Hazlitt, or Mr. Martin Burney, or Morgan Bemi- 
gorgon, or my brother, or somebody, to prevent my 
eating alone — a process absolutely necessary to n;y poor 
wret^ed digestion. 0 the pleasure of eating alone 1 — 
eating my dinner alone 1 let mo think of it. But in they 
come, and make it absolutely necessary that I should 
open a bottle of orange ; for my meat turns into stone 
when any one dines with me, if I have not wine. Wine 
can molHQr stones; then that wine turns into acidity, 

■ acerbity, misanthropy, a hatred of my interrupters — 
(God blesariem ! I love some of ’em dearly), and with the 
hatred, a still greater aversion to their going away. Bod 
is the dead sea they bring upon me, choking and deaden- 
ing, but worse is the deicer dry sand they leave me on, 
if they go before bed-time. Come never, I would say to 
these apoileiB of my dinner ; btt if you come, never go ! 
The fii^ is, this interruption do(» not happen very ; 
hot every time it comes by surprise, that present bane of 
li^ oraiige wine, with idl its dreary stifiing eoMh 
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fallows. Eremiig company I should always 
had I any mornings, but 1 am saturated with human 
bees (divine forsooth !) and voices all the golden morning; 
and five evenings in a week would be as much as I should 
covet to be in company ; but I assure you that is a won- 
derful week in which I can get two, or one to myself. 
I am never 0. L., but always C. L. and Co. He who 
thought it not good for man to be alone, preserve me 
from the more prodigious monstrosity of being never by 
myself t I forget bed-time, but even there these sociable 
fVogs clamV^er up to annoy me. Once a week, generally 
some singular evening that, being alone, I go to bed at 
the hour 1 ought always to be a-bed ; just close to my 
bedroom window is the club-room of a public-house, 
where a set of singers, I take them to be chorus-singers 
of the two theatres (It must be both of ihem\ begin their 
orgies. They are a set of fellows (as 1 conceive) who, 
being limited by their talents to the burthen of the song 
at ^e play-houses, in revenge have got the common 
popular airs by Bishop, or some cheap composer, arranged 
for choruses ; that is, to be sung ail in chorus. At least 
I never can catch any of the text of the plain song, 
nothing but the Babylonish choral howl at the tail on’t. 
**That fury being quenched” — the howl, I mean — a 
burden succeeds of shouts and clapping, and knocking of 
the table. At length overtasked nature drops under it, 
and escapes for a few hours into the society of the sweet 
silent creatures of dreams, which go away with mocks 
and mows at cockcrow. And then I think of the words 
Ohristabers father used (bless me, 1 have dipt In the 
wrong ink !) to say every morning by way of variety 
when he awoke : 

•* Ev«>ry knell, the Baron saith, 

Wakes ns up to a world of death " — 

or something like it. AIF 1 mean by this senseless inter- 
rupted tale, is, that by my central idtaation I am a little 
over-eompanied Not that I have any animosity against 
the good ereatitres that are so aaxlaas to drive aw^y Uie 
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Iuup 7 solitiide fix>m me. I like and eards, and a 
dieerfUl glass ; but I mean merely to give you an idea, 
between office confinement and after-office society, bow 
little tiime I can call my own. 1 mean only to dmw a 
picttue, not to make an inference. I would not that 1 
know of have it otherwise. I only wish sometimes I 
could exchange some of my faces and voices for the faces 
and voices which a late visitation brought most welcome, 
and carried away, leaving regret, but more pleasure, even 
a kind of gratitude, at l^ing so often favoured with that 
kind northern visitation. My London faces and noises 
don’t hear me — 1 mean no disrespect, or I should explain 
myself, that instead of their return 220 times a year, and 
the return of W. W., etc., seven times in 104 weeks, 
some more equal distribution might be found. I have 
scarce room to put in Mary’s kind love, and my poor 
name, 0. Lamb. 

W. H. goes on lectuiing against W. W. and making 
copious use of quotations from said W. W. to give a zest 
to said lectures. S. T. 0. is lecturing with success. I 
have not hdard either him or H., but I dined with S. T. C. 
at Gillman’s a Sunday or two since, and he was well and 
in good spirits. I moan to hear some of the course ; but 
lectures are not much to my taste, whatever the lecturer 
may be. If read^ they arc dismal flat, and you can’t 
think why you are brought tegether to hear a man read 
his works, which you could read so much better at leisure 
yourself. If delivered extempore, I am always in pain 
lest the gift of utterance sho^d suddenly fail the orator 
in the middle, as it did me at the dinner given in honour 
of me at the London tavern. ** Gentlemen,” said I, and 
there I stopped; the rest my feelings were under the 
necessity of supplying. Mrs. Wordsworth will go on, 
kindly haunting us with visions^ of seeing the lakes once 
more, which never can be realised. Between us there is 
a great gulf, not of inexplicable moral antipathies and 
dirtanoei, 1 hope, as there seemed to be between me mi 
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that geutlemaR oonoemed in the Stamp Office, that 1 eo 
straiigdy recoiled from at Haydon’s. I think 1 had an 
instisct that he was the head of an office. 1 hate all 
such people. — accountants* deputy accountants. The dear 
abstr^ notion of the East India Company, as long as 
she is unseen, is pretty, rather poeti^; but as she 
makes herself manifest by the persons of such beasts, I 
loathe and detest her os the scarlet what-do-you-call-her 
dP Babylon. I thought, after abridging us of all our 
rad-letter days, they had done their worst; but I was 
deceived in the length to which heads of offices, those 
true liberty-haters, can go. They are the tyrants ; not 
Ferdinand, nor Nero. By a decree passed this week, 
they have abridged us of the immemorially- observed 
custom of going at one o’clock of a Saturday, the little 
shadow of a holiday left us. Dear W. W., be thankfhl 
for liberty. 


To Messrs. OLDIER. 


Lettek CLXX.] June 18, 1818. 

Dear Sir (whichever opens it) — I am going off to 
Birmingh®. I find ray books, whatever faculty of selling 
they may have (I wish they had more for {‘JJ’} sake), 
are admirably adapted for giving away. You have been 
bounteous. Six more, and 1 shSl have satisfied all just 
claims. Am 1 taking too great a liberty in begging you 
to send 4 as follows, and reserve 2 for me when I come 
hornet That will niake 31. Thirty-one times 12 is 372 
shillings— eighteen pounds twelve shillings 1 If But here 
are my friends, to whom, if you coM transmit them, as 
1 shall be away a month, you will greatly 
Oblige the obli^d, 

^ C. Lamb. 

Mr. Ayrton, James Street, Bnckmgham Gate ; 

Mr. Alsager, Suffolk Street East, Southwark, 
Horsemonger Lane; 
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And in one paroel, 

directed to E. Southey, Eeq., Keswick, Cumberland : 

One for R. S. ; 

And one for Wordsworth, Esq. 

If you will be kind enough simply to write ** From the 
Author in all 4, you will still further, etc. 

Either Longman or Murray is in the frequent habit of 
sending books to Southey, and will take chaige of the 
parcel. It will be as well to write in at the beginning 
thus : 

“ R, Southey, Esq. From the Author.” 

“ W. Wordsworth, Esq, From the Author.” 

Then, if I can find the remaining 2 left for me at 
Russell S* when I return, rather than encroach any more 
on the heap, I will engage to make no more new friends 
ad tnfintftimf yourselves being the last. 

Yours truly, 0. L. 

I think Southey will g^ve us a lift in that damn’d 
Qmrkrly, I me^tak an attack upon that Cobbler 
Gifford, which shall appear immediately after any favour- 
able mention which S. may make in the Quarterly, It 
can’t, in decent gratitude, appear before. 


To ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

LsTTEa CLXXI.] Monday, Odoler 26, 1818. 

Dear Southey — I am pleased with your friendly 
reinembranasB of my little things. I do not know 
whether I have done a silly thing or a wise one, but 
it is of no great consequence. I run no risk, and 
care for no censures. My bread and cheese is stable 
as the foundations of Leadenhall Street, and if it hold 
out as long as the “foundations of our Empire in the 
East,” I shall do pretty well You and W. W. should 
have had your presentation copies more ceremoniously 
•enl^ but 1 had no copies when 1 was leaving town 
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for my hdidays, and rather than delay, commissiotied 
my bookseller to send them thus nakedly. By not hear* 
i i>g from W. W. or you, I began to be afraid Murray 
had not sent them. I do not see S. T. C. so often as 1 
could wish. He never comes to me; and though his 
host and hostess are very friendly, it puts me out of my 
way to go see one person at another personas house. It 
was the same when he resided at Morgan’s. Not but 
they also were more than civil ; but, after all, one feels 
so welcome at one’s own house. Have you seen poor 
Miss Betham’s “ Vignettes ”1 Some of them, the second 
particularly, ** To Lucy,” are sweet and good as herself, 
while she was herself. She is in some measure abroad 
again. I am better than I deserve to be. The hot 
weatlier has been such a treat 1 Mary joins in this little 
comer in kindest remembrances to you all. 0. L. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Lettrr CLXXn.] December 24, 1818. 

My dear Coleridge — I have been in a state of incessant 
hurry ever since the receipt of your ticket. It found me 
incaimblc of attending you, it being the night of Kenney’s 
new comedy, which has utterly failed. You know my 
local aptitudes at such a time ; I have been a thorough 
rendezvous for all consultations. My head begins to 
clear up a little, but it has had bells in it. Thank you 
kindly for your ticket, though the mouniful prognostic 
which ai!icoin]>anics it certainly renders its pejmauent pre> 
tensions less marketable; but I trust to nW many a 
course yet. You except^ Christmas week, by which I 
understood next %oetk; I thought Christmas week wi^ 
that which Christmas Sunday ushered in. We are sorry 
it never lies in your to come to us; but, dear 
Mahomet, we will come to you. Will it be conyenient 
to all the good people at Highga^, if we take a stage 
aol iMwl but the following, via, 3d Jauuaiy, 
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i819t Shall we be too late to catch a dcirt the old 
out-goer! How the years crumble fh>m under us ! We 
shall hope to see you before then; but, if not, let us 
know if thm will be convenient. Can we secure a coach 
home! 

Believe me ever youts, 0. LABfa 

I have but one holiday, which is Christmas Day its^ 
nakedly : no pretty garnish and fringes of St. John’s Day, 
Holy Innocents, etc., that used to bestud it all around in 
the calendar. Improbe labor / I write six hours every 
day in this candle-light fog-den at Lcadenhali 


To JOHN CHAMBERS. 

LKTTBa CLXXIIL] 11818.] 

Dear C — 1 steal a few minutes from a painful and 
laborious avocation, aggravated by the absence of some 
that should assist me, to say how extremely happy we 
should be to see you return clean as the cripple out of 
the pool of Bethes^ That damn’d scorbutic — how came 
you by it! . . . You are now foirly a damaged lot; as 
Venn would say, One Scratched. You might play Smb 
in the Beawc^ Straiagem. The best post your friends 
could promote you to would be a scrubbing poet. ** Aye, 
there’s the rub.” I generally get tired after the third 
rubber. But you, 1 suppose, tiro twice the number 
every day. First, there’s your mother, she begins after 
breakfast; then your little sister takes it up about 
Nnncheon time, till her leones crack, and some kind 
neighbor comes in to lend a hand, scrub, scrub, ^scrub, 
and nothing wiU get the intolerable itch (for I am per- 
suade^ it is the itch) out of your penance-doing bones. 
A cuiie# thing just at this timefwhen everybody wants 
to get out of town as well as yourself. Of course, 1 
don’t mean to reproach you. You can’t help it, the 
whomaon tingling in your blood. I dare say you would 
voi.. n. 0 
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if fm collide But don’t you think you could do a little 

work, if you came % as much as D does before 12 

o’clock. Hang him, there he sits at that cursed Timn — 
and latterly he has had the Berkshire ChromcU sent him 
every Tuesday and Friday to get at the County news. 
Why, that letter which you favored him with, appe^ 
to me to be very well and clearly written. The man 
that wrote that might make out warrants, or write 
Committees. There was as much in quantity written as 
would have filled four volumes of the Indigo appendix ; 
and when we are so busy as we are, every little helps. 
But I throw out these observations merely as innuendos. 
By the way there’s a Doctor Lamert in Leiidenhall Street, 
who sells a mixture to purify the blood. No. 114 
Leadenhall Street, near the market. But it is necessary 
that his Patients should be on the spot, that he may see 
them every day. There’s a sale of Indigo advertised for 
July, forty thousand lots — 10,000 chests only, but they ' 
sell them in quarter chests which makes 40,000. By 
the bye a <Ifo11 accident happened here on Thursday, 
Wadd and Plumlcy got quarrelling about a kneebuckle 
of Hyde’s which the latter affirmed not to be standard ; 
Wmld was nettled at this, and said something reflecting 
on tradesmen and shopkeepers, and Plumley struck him. 

. . . Friend is married ; he has married a Roman Catholic, 
which has offended liis family, but they have come to an 
agreement, that the boys (if they have diildren) shall be 
bred up in the fatlior’s religion, and the girls in the 
mother’s, which I think equitable enough. . ^ . I am 
determined my children shall be brought^ tq> in thdr 
father’s religion, if they can find out wto it is. is 
about publishing a volume of poems which he means to 
dedicate to Matthie. Methinks he might have found a 
better Meceenas. They are diiefiy amatory, others of 
them stupid, the greater* part very far below mediocrity ; 
but they discover mudi tendor feeling ; th^ are most 
like Petrarch of any foreign Poet, or uiiat we might- 
have supposed Petr^ would have written if Petmreh 
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bad been born a fool! GrinwaUows is made master of tbe 
ceremonies at Dandelion, near Margate ; of course be gives 
up the office. Harry” makes so mai^ faces that 

it is impossible to sit opposite him without smiling. 
Dowley danced a Quadrille at Court on the Queen’s 
birthday with Lady Thynne, Lady Deebrow, and Lady 
Louisa Manners. It is said bis performance was gracrfid 
and aiiy. Oabel has taken an unaccountable fancy into 
his bead that he is Fuller, member for Sussex. He 
imitates his blunt way of speaking. I remain much the 
same as you remember, vety universally beloved and 
esteemed, possessing eveiybody’s good-wiU, and trying at 
least to deserve it ; the same steady adherence to principle, 
and correct regard for truth, which always marked my 
conduct, marks it still If 1 am singular in anything it 
is in too great a squeamishness to mining that remotely 
looks like a falsehood. I am call’d Old Honesty ; some- 
•times Upright Telltnith, Esq., and I own it tickles my 
vanity a little. The Committee have formally abolish’d 
all holydays whatsoever — for which may the Devil, who 
keeps no holydays, have them in his eternal burning 
workshop. When I say holydays, I mean Calendar 
holydays, for at Medley’s instigation they have agreed to 
a sort of acale by which the Chief has power to give 
leave of absence, viz. : — 

Those who have been 50 years and upwards to be 
absent 4 days in the year, but not without leave 
of tbe Chief. 

35 yeaiv and upward, 3 days, 

115 years and upward, 2 days, 

18 years and upward, 1 day, 
which 1 think very Liberal We are also to sign our name 
when we go as well as when we come, and every quarter 
of an hour we sign, to show that we are here. Mins mid 
Gaidner take it in turn to brihBf round the book — 0 
here u Mina with the Book — ^no, it’s Gardner — “ What’S 
that, G.t” *‘The appearance l^k, Sir” (with a gentle 
imffinatioii of his head, and smiling^ ^What the 
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deyii, Is the quarter come again ? ” It annoys DodweU 
amsaingly ; be sometimes has to sign six or seven times 
while he is reading the Newsj^per — 

\UnfiniBJied!\ 

To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Listter CLXXI V. ] May 1819. 

Dear Wordsworth — I received a copy of “ Peter Bell 
a week ago, and I hope the author will not be offended 
if I say I do not much relish it. The humour, if it is 
meant for humour, is forced ; and then the price ! — six- 
pence would have been dear for it. Mind, I do not mean 
yowr “Peter Bell,” but a “Peter Bell” which preceded 
it about a week, and is in every bookseller’s shop window 
in London, the type and paper nothing differing from the 
true one, the preface signed W. W., and the supplementary 
preface quoting as the author’s words an extract from 
the supplementary preface to the “Lyrical Ballads.” Is 
there no law against these rascals % I would have this 
Lambert Simnel whipt at the cart’s tail. Then there is 
Rogers ! He has been re-writing your Poem of the Strid, 
and publishing it at the end of his “ Human Life.” Tie 
him up to the cart, hangman, while you are about it. 
Who started the spurious “P. B.” I have not heard. 
I should guess, one of the sneering brothers, the vile 
Smiths ; but 1 have heard no name mentioned. “ Peter 
Bell ” (not the mock one) is excellent ; for its matter, I 
mean. I cannot say that the style of it«quite satisfies 
me. It is too lyrical. The auditors to whom it kfeigiied 
to bo told, do not arride me. I would rather it had 
been told me, the reader, at once. “ Heartleap Weli^’ Is 
the tale for me ; in matter as good as this ; in manner 
infinitely before it, in\ny poor judgmmit. WTiy did yon 
not add “ The Waggoner ”1 — Have I thanked yon thoniB^ 
yet, for “Peter Ml”! I would not not have U for A 
good deal of money. 0 is very foolish to scribble 
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abort books. Neither hk tongue nor fingers are verj 
retentive. But 1 shall not say anything to him about it. 
He would only begin a veiy long stoiy, with a vety long 
face ; and 1 see him fiur too seldom to tease him with 
affairs of business or conscience when I do see him. He 
never comes near our house ; and when we go to see him 
he is generally writing, or thinking. He is writiug in 
his study till the dinner comes, and that is scarce over 
before the stage summons us away. The mock B.” 
had only this effect on me, that after twice reaiiing it 
over in hopes to find something diverting in it, I reached 
your two books off the shelf, and set into a ste^y reading 
of them, till I had nearly finished both before I went to 
bed : the two of your last edition, of course, I mean ; 
and in the morning I awoke determining to take down 
the Excursion, I wish the scoundrel imitator could 
know this. But why waste a wish on him ? I do not 
^dieve tha^ paddling about with a stick in a pond, and 
fishing up a dead author, whom his intolerable wrongs 
had driven to that deed of desperation, would turn the 
heart of one qf these obtuse literary Bells. There is no 
Cock for such Peters ; — damn 'em ! I am glad this 
aspiration came upon the red ink line. It is more of a 
bloody curse. I have delivered over your other presents 
to Alsager and G. D. A., I am s^ire, will value it, and 
be proud of the hand from which it came. To G. D. a 
poem is a poem. His own as good as anybody’s, and 
(God bless him I) anybody’s as gcHxl as his own ; for I 
do not think he has the most distant guess of the possi- 
bility of one poem being better than another. The gods, 
by dei^g him the very faculty itself of discriminaticm, 
have ewtually cut oft* every of envy in his bosom. 
But with envy, they excited curiosity ali^ ; and if you 
wish the copy again, which you destined for him, I think 
I shall be able to find it again fbifyou, on his third shel^ 
where he stufifo his presentation ooffies, uncut, in shape 
and matter resembling a lump of diy dust ; but on care- 
fiilly imnoving that stratum, a thing like a pamphlet will 
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emerge. 1 have tried this with fifty different poetical 
works that have been given G. D. in return for as many 
of his own performances ; and I confess I never had any 
scruple in taking my oum again, wherever I found it, 
shaking the adherences off ; and by this means one copy 
of “my works” served for G. D., and, with a little 

dusting, was made over to my good friend Dr. G , 

who little thought whose leavings he was taking when 
be mtide that graceful bow. By the way, the Doctor is 
the only one of my accjuaintance who bows gracefully ; 
my town acquaintance, I mean. How do you like my 
way of writing with two inks 1 I think it is pretty and 
motley. Suppose Mrs. W. adopts it, the next time she 
holds the pen for you. My dinner waits. I have no 
time to indulge any longer in these laborious curiosities. 
God bless you, and cause to thrive and burgeon whatsoever 
you write, and fear no inks of miserable poetasters. 

Yours truly, Charles Lamb. * 

Mary’s love. 


To THOMAS MANNING. 

Lkttbr CLXXV ] J/ay28, 1819. 

My deiur M. — I want to know liow your brother is, 
if you have heard lately. I want to know about you. I 
wish you were nearer. How are my cousins, tlie Gladmans 
of Whcathara.steud, and farmer Bruton 1 Mrs. Bniton is 
a glorious woman. 

** Hail, Mftckery End** — n 

This is a fragment of a blank verse poem which I once 
meditated, but got no further. The E. I. H. has be«i 
thrown into a quandary by the strange phenomenon of 
poor Tommy Bye, whom I have known man and mad-man 
twenty-seven years, hc-being elder here than myself by 
nine years and more. He was always a pleasant, gossip- 
ing, haff- headed, muzzy, doidDg, dimming, walk-about, 
inoffensive diap ; a little too fond of the creature— -(who 
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isD^t at times 1) ; but Tommy had not brains to work of 
an over<mght’B surfeit by ten o’clock next morning ; and 
unfortunately, in ho wandered the other moniiug drunk 
with last night, and with a superfcetation of drink taken 
in since he set out from bed. He came staggering under 
his double burthen, like trees in Java, bearing at once 
blossom, fruit, and falling fruit, as I have beaM you or 
some other traveller tell, with his face literally as blue os 
the bluest firmament ; some wretched calico, that he had 
raop]>ed his poor oozy front with, had rendered up its 
native dye ; and the devil a bit would he consent to wash 
it, but swore it was characteristic, fur he was going to 
the sale of indigo, and set up a laugh which I did not 
think the lungs of mortal man were competent to. It 
was like a thousand people laughing, or the Goblin Page. 
He imiigined afterwards that the whole office had been 
laughing at him, so strange did his own sounds strike 
upon his notisensoriiim I Put Tommy has laughed his 
last laugh, and awoke the next day to find himself reduced 
from an abtised income of £600 i)er annum to one-sixth 
of the sum, after thirty-six years’ tolerably good service. 
The quality of mercy was not strained in his behalf ; the 
gentle dews dropt not on him from he^iven. It just 
came across mo that I w’as writing to Canton. Will 
you drop in to-morrow night t Fanny Kelly is coming, 
if she does not clieat us. Mrs. Gold is well, but 
proves “ uncoined,” iw the lovers about Wheathamstead 
would say. 

1 have not had such a quiet half hour to sit down to 
a quiet letter for many years. I have not been inter- 
rupted above four times. I wrote a letter the other day, 
in alternate lines, black ink and red, and you cannot 
think how it chilled the flow of ideas. Next Monday is 
Whit-Monday. What a reflection I Twelve years ago, 
and I should have kept that and the following holidays 
in the fields a -Maying. All of those pretty pastoral 
delights are over. This dead, everlasting dei^ desk, — 
how it weighs the spirit of a gentleman down 1 This 
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dead wood of the desk, instead of your living trees! 
Bnt then again, I hate the Joskins, a name for Hertford- 
ehire humpkim. Each state of life has its inconvenience ; 
but then again, mine has more than one. Not that I 
repine, or grudge, or murmur at my destiny. I have 
meat and drink, and decent apparel; I shall, at least, 
when I got a new hat. 

A red-haired man has just interrupted me. He has 
broke the current of my thoughts. I haven’t a word 
to add. I don’t know why I send this letter, but I have 
had a hankering to hear about you some days. Perhaps 
it will go off before your reply comes. If it don’t, I 
assure you no letter was ever welcomer from you, from 
Paris or Macao. 0. Lamb. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lkttkh CLXXVL] Jme 7, 1819. 

My dear Wordsworth — ^You cannot imagine how proud 
we are here of the dedication. We read it twice for 
once that we do the t)oem. I mean all through; yet 
“ Beiyamin ” is no common favourite ; there is a spirit of 
bc^autiful tolerance in it. It is as good as it was in 1806; 
and it will be as good in 1829, if our dim eyes shall be 
awake to peruse it. Methinks there is a kind of shadow- 
ing affinity Indween the subject of the narrative and the 
subject of the dedication; but I will not enter into 
personal themes ; else, substituting ****** 
for Ben, and the Honourable United Company of Mer- 
chants trailing to the East Indies, for the master of the 
misusiHl team, it might seem, by no far-fetched analogy, 
to point its dim warnings hitherward ; but I r^'ect thte 
omen, especially as its import seems to have been diverted 
to another victim. 

I will never write another letter with alternate inks. 
You cannot imagine how it cramps the flow of the style. 
I can conceive l^dar (I do not mean to compare myself 
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to him)^ by the commuid of Hiero, the Sicilian tyrant 
(was not he the tyrant of some place ? tie on my neglect 
of histfJiy !) — I can conceive him by command of Hiero or 
Perillns set down to pen an Isthmian or Nemean panegyric 
in lines, alternate red and black. I maintain he couldn^t 
have done it; it would have been a strait-laced torture 
to his muse; he would have call'd for the bull for a 
relief. Neither could Lycidas, nor the Chorios (how do 
you like the word?) of Samson Agonistes, have been 
written with two inks. Your couplets, with points, 
epilogues to Mr. H.'s, etc., might be even benefited by 
the twyfount, where one line (the second) is for point, 
and the first for rhyme. 1 think the alteration would 
assist, like a mould. I maintain it, you could not have 
written your stanzas on pre- existence with two inka 
Try another ; and Rogers, with his silver standish, having 
one ink only, I will bet my “ Ode on Tol)acco,” against 
*the “Plerwes of Memory,” — and “Hope,” too, shall 
put more fervour of enthusiasm into the same subject 
than you can with your two; he shall do it sf^mspedk in 
as it were. 

The “Waggoner” is very ill put up in boards; at 
least it seems to me always to open at the dedication ; 
but that is a mechanical fault. I re-read the “ White 
Doe of Ry Istone ;” the title should be always written at 
length, as Mary Sabilla Novello, a very nice woman of 
our acquaintance, always signs hers at the bottom of the 
shortest note. Mary told her, if her name had been 
Mary Ann, she would have signed M. A. Novello, or M, 
only, dropping the A. ; which makes me think, with 
some other trifics, that she understands something 
of human natiuu. My pen goes galloping on most 
rhapsodically, glad to have escaped the bondage of 
two inks. 

Manning had just sent it hoxfie, and it came as fresh 
to me as the immortal creature it speaks of. M. sent it 
home with a note, having this passage in it : “ I cannot 
help writing to you while I am r^ing Wordsworth's 
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po^D. I am got into the third canto, and say that it 
mim my opinion of him very much indeed. Tis broad, 
noble, poetical, with a masterly scanning of human 
actions, absolutely above common readers. What a 
manly (implied) interpretation of (bad) party-actions, as 
trampling the Bible, etc. 1” and so he goes on. 

I do not know which I like best, — the prologue (the 
latter part especially) to “ P. Bell,” or the epilogue to 
** Beiyamin.” Yes, I tell stories ; I do know I like the 
last best ; and the ** Waggoner ” Altogether is a pleasanter 
remembrance to me than the “Itinerant.” If it were 
not, the page before the first page would and ought to 
make it so. The sonnets are not all new to me ; of those 
which are new, the ninth I like best. Thank you for 
that to Walton. I take it as a favour done to me, that, 
l)eing so old a darling of mine, you should bear testimony 

to his worth in a book containing a dcdic : I cannot 

write the vain word at full length any longer. 

If, as you say, the “ Waggoner,” in some sort, came 
at my call, oh fur a |)otent voice to call forth the 
“ IlecluHe ” from his profound donnitory, where he sleeps 
forgetful of Ilia foolish charge — the world ! 

Hatl I throe inks, I would invoke him! Talfourd 
has written a moat kind review of J. Wotidvil, etc., in 
the Champion. He is your most zealous admirer, in 
solitude luul in crowds. H. Cnibb Robinson gives mo 
any dear prints that I happen to admire ; and I love him 
for it and for other things. Alsager shall have his copy ; 
but at present I have lent it /or a day only^ not choosing 
to [>art with iny own. Mary's love. How do you aU 
do, amanuenses both — marital and sororal ? 

0. Lamb. 


To JOSEPH COTTLEL 

LrmtR CLXXVn.] 1819 . 

Dear Sir — It is so long since I have seen or heard 
from you, that 1 that you will consider a request I 
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ha^e to make as impertinent. About three years sinoei 
when 1 was one day in Bristol, 1 made an effort to see 
you ; but you were from home. The request I have to 
make is, that you would very much oblige me, If you 
have any small portrait of yourself by allowing me to 
have it copied, to accompany a selection of “ Likenesses of 
Living Banls ” which a moat particular friend of mine is 
making. If you have no objections, and could oblige me 
by transmitting such portrait to me at No. 44 Russell 
Street, Covent Garden, I will answer for taking the 
greatest care of it, and returning it safely the instant the 
copier has done with it. I hope you will pardon the 
liberty from an old friend and well-wisher, 

Charles Lamb. 


Letter CLXXVIII.j [1819.] 

Dear hir — My friend, whom you ’have obliged by the 
hmn of your picture, had it veiy exactly copied (and 
a very spirited drawing it is ; so every one thinks who 
has seen it). The copy is not much inferior, done by a 
daughter of Josephs, R.A. He purposes sending you 
bjAck the original, wliich I must accompany witli my 
warm thanks, both for that, and your better favour, the 
Jilessiah, which I assure you I have read through with 
great pleasure ; the a erees have great sweetness, and a 
New Testament-plainness about them which affe<^d me 
very much. I could just wish that in page 63 you had 
omitted the; lines 71 and 72, and had ended the period 
with*~" 

The willowy brook was there, but that sweet sound — 

. When to be heard again on l^bly ground I'* 

Two very sweet lines, and the sense perfect. 

And in page 154, line 68, — *41 come ordmned a world 
to save ” — these words are hardly borne out by the story, 
and seem scarce accordant with the modesty with whl^ 
our Lord came to take his common portion among 
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tieptismal candidates. They also anticipate the beauty 
of John’s recognition of the Messiah, and the subse’ 
quent confirmation from the voice and Dove, 

Yon will excuse the remarks of an old brother bard, 
whose career, though long since pretty well stopped, was 
coeval in its beginning with your own, and who is sorry 
his lot has been always to be so distant from you. It is 
not like that 0. L. will see Bristol again ; but, if J. 0. 
should ever visit London, he will be a most welcome visitor 
to 0. L. My sister joins in cordial remembrances. . . . 

Dear sir, yours truly, Charles Lamb. 


Lktteu CLXXIX.J lA)ndoni India House, 

November 6 , 1819 . 

My dear Sir — I am quite ashamed of not having 
acknowledged yoinr kind present earlier; but that un- 
known sometliing, which was never yet discovered, though 
80 often speculated upon, which stands in the way of hzy 
folks answering letters, has presented its usual obstacle. 
It is not forgetfulness nor disrespect nor incivility, but 
terribly like all these bad things. 

I have been in luy time a great epistolary scribbler : 
but the i)aB8ion, and with it the facility, at length wears 
out; and it must be pumped up again by the heavy 
machinexy of duty or gratitude, when it should run free. 
I have read your “Fall of Cambria” with as much 
plcasiu^o as I did your “ Measiali.” Your Cambrian Poem 
I shall be tempted to repeat oftenest, as human poems 
take me in a mood more frequently congenial than ^vine. 
The charact^^r of Llewellyn pleases me more than any- 
thing else, perhai)B ; and then some of the lyrical pieces 
are fine varieties. 

It was quite a mistake that I could dislike anything 
you should write against Lord Byron ; for I have a 
thorough aversion to his character, and a very moderate 
admiration of his genius : he Is gr^ in so little a way. 
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Tc be a Poet i8 to be the Man, not a petty portion of 
occasional low passion worked up in a permanent form of 
humanity. Shakspeare has thrust such rubbishly feelings 
into a comer, — the dark dusky heart of Don John, ip the 
Much Ado about Nothing, The fact is, I have not seen 
your Expostulatoiy Epistle ” to him. I was not aware, 
till your question, that it was out. I shall inquire, and 
get it forthwith. 

Southey is in town, whom I have sedh slightly; 
Wordsworth expected, whom I hope to see .much of. I 
write with accelerated motion ; for I have two or three 
bothering clerks and brokers about me, who always press 
in proportion as you seem to be doing something that is 
not business. I could exclaim a little profanely ; but I 
think you do not like swearing. 

I conclude, begging you to consider that I feel myself 
much obliged by your kindness ; and shall be most happy 
at any a^ul at all times to hear from you. 

Dear sir, yours truly, Chajilbb LiUin. 


To Miss WORDSWORTH. 

Leitee CIj||XX.] November 26, 1819. 

Dear Miss Wordsworth — You will think me negligent : 
but I wanted to see more of Willy before I ventured to 
express a prediction. Till yesterday I had barely seen 
him — Virgilium tantum tndi — but yesterday he gave us 
his small company to a bullock’s heart, and 1 can pro> 
nounce hinr a lad of promise. He is no pedant, nor 
bookworm ; so far I can answer. PerhaiM he has hitherto 
paid too little attention to other men’s inventions, prefer- 
like Lord Foppington, the ** natural sprouts of his 
owm*’ But he has observation, and seems thoroughly 
awake. I am ill at rememberint other people’s hon 
but the following are a few : — Being taken over Waterloo 
Bridge, he remaned, that if we had no mountains, we 
had a 2ne river at least ; which was a touch of the coun* 
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parative : but then he added, in a strain which augured 
less for his future abilities as a political economist, that 
supposed they must take at least a pound a week toll. 
Like a curious naturalist, he inquired if the tide did not 
oome up a little salty. This being satisfactorily answered, 
he put another question, as to the flux and reflux ; which 
being rather cunningly evjuied than artfully solved by 
that she- Anstotlc, Mary, — who muttered something about 
its getting up an hour sooner and sooner every day, — he 
sagely replied, “ Then it must come to the same thing at 
last;” which was a speech worthy of an infant Halley! 
The lion in the ’Change by no means came up to his 
ideal standard ; so impossible is it for Nature, in any of 
her works, to come up to the standard of a child’s 
imagination 1 The whelps (lionets) he was sorry to find 
were dead ; imd on particuto inquiry, his old friend the 
ourang-oubwig hail gone the way of all flesh also. The 
grand tiger was also sick, and expected in no short time 
to exchange this ti'ansitory world for another, or none. 
But ugiiin, there was a golden eagle (I do not mean that 
of Charing) which did much arridc and console him, 
William’s genius, I take it, leans a little to the figurative ; 
for, being at play at tricktrack (a kind of minor billiard> 
table which we keep for smaller wights, and sometimes 
refresh our own mature fatigues with taking a hand at), 
not Ixnug able to hit a ball be had iterate aimed at, he 
cried out, “I cannot hit that beast!” Now the baUs 
are usually calltMl men, but he felicitously hit upon a 
middle tenu ; a term of approximation and imaginative 
reconciliation ; a something where tiie two ‘ends of the 
brute matter (ivory), and their human and rather violent 
personification into men, might meet, as I take it — villus' 
trative of that excellent remark, in a certain prefadh 
about imagination, explaining ** Like a sea-beast that had 
crawled fbrth to suu Yiimfielfl” Not that I accuse 
William Minor of hereditary plagiary, or conceive the 
image to have come ex traduce. Bather he seemeth to 
keep aloof fix>m any source of imitarion, and purposely to 
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retrain ignorant of what mighty poets have done in this 
kind before him ; for, being asked if his father had ever 
been on Westminster Bridge, he answered that he did 
not know ! 

It is hard to discern the oak in the acorn, or a temple 
like St PauPs in the hist stone which is laid ; nor can 1 
quite prefigure what destination the genius of William 
Minor hath to take. Some few hints 1 have set down, 
to guide my future observations. He hath the power of 
calculation, in no ordinary degree for a chit. Ho com- 
bineth figuies, after the first boggle, rapidly ; as in the 
tricktrack boanl, where the hits are figured. At first he 
did not perceive that 16 and 7 made 22 ; but by a little 
use he could combine 8 with 25, and 33 again with 16, 
which approacheth something in kind (far let me be from 
flattering him by saying in degree) to that of the famous 
^American boy. I am sometimes inclined to think I 
perceive future satirist in him, for he hath a sub- 
sardonic smile which bursteth out upon occasion; as 
when he was asked if London were as big as Ambleside ; 
and indeed no other answer was given, or pro|>er to be 
given, to so ensnaring and provoking a question. In 
^e contour of the skull, certainly 1 discern something 
paternal. But whether in all respects the future man 
shall transcend liis father's lame, Time, the trier of 
Geniuses, must decide Be it pronounced peremptorily 
at present, that Wiliy is a well-mannered child, and 
though no great student, hath yet a lively eye for things 
that lie before him. 

Given in baste from my desk at Leadeuhali. 

Yours, and yours most sincerely, C7. LxMa 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

Lkitxe OLXXXL] JwmAry 10, 1820. 

Dear Coleridge — A letter written in the blood of your 
poor firiend would indeed be of a nature to startle yon; 
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but this is nought but harmless red ink, or, as the witty 
mercantile phrase hath it, clerk’s blood. Hang ’em! 
my brain, skin, flesh, bone, carcase, soul, time is all 
theirs. The Royal Exchange, Gresham’s Folly, hath me 
body and spirit. I admire some of Lloyd’s lines on you, 
and I admire your p^jstponing reading them. He is a 
sad tattler ; but this is under the rose. Twenty years 
ago he estranged one friend from me quite, whom I have 
b^n regretting, but never could regain since. He almost 
alienatexl you also from me, or me from you, I don’t know 
which ; but that breach is closed. The “ dreary sea ” is 
filled ujK lie has lately been at work “ telling again,” 
as they call it, a most gratuitous piece of mischief, and 
has caused a coolness betwixt me and (not a friend 
exactly, but) an intimate acquaintance. I suspect also 
he sa{)s Manning’s faith in me, who am to Manning more 
than an acquaintance. Still I like his writing verses 
about you. Will your kind host and hostess give us a*^ 
dinner next Sunday ; and, better still, not expect w if 
the weather is very badi Why you should refuse twenty 
guineas per sheet for Blackwo<^’B, or any other magazine, 
{lasseB my {>oor comprehension. But, as Strap says, 
*^you know best.” I have no quarrel with you about 
pneprandial avocations; so don’t imagine one. That 
Manchesb^r sonnet I think very likely is Capel Lofft’a 
Another sonnet ap{)oanHl with the same initials in the 
same |MijK;r, which out to l)e Procter’s. What do 

the niseis moan 1 Am I to have the fathering of what 
idle rhymes overj^ beggarly po<*tiUJter pours forth I Who 
put your nuirine sonnet “ about Browne ” into Blaxhwoodf 
I ditl ni)t. So no more, till we ra<*et 

Ever yours, 0. L. 

To T^fOMAS ALI^OP. 

Lima OLXXXn.] Uarek 80, 183H. 

My dear Sir — If you can come next Sunday we ahafii 
be equaUy glad to see you, but do not trust to any df 
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Martin’s appointments, except on business, in future. 
He is notoriously ^thless in that point, and we did 
wrong not to have warned you. Leg of Lamb, as liefore, 
hot at 4. And the heart of Lamb ever. 

Yours truly, C. L. 

To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

LuTTEtt CLXXXllI.] May 1, 1821. 

Dr. C. — I will not fail you on Friday by six, and 
Mary, perhaps, earlier. I veiy much wish to meet 
Master Mathew, and am very much obliged to the 
Gillmans for the opijortunity. Our kind respects to them 
always, Elia. 


To Me. GILLMAN. 

•Lkttkr CT.XXXIV.] Wednesday, May 2, '21. 

Dear Sir — You dine so late on Friday, it will be 
impossible for us to go homo by the eight o'clock stage. 
Will you oblige me by securing us beds iu some house 
from which a stage goes to the Bank in the morning 1 I 
would write to Coleridge, but cannot think of troubling 
a djing man with such a request. 

Yours truly, C. Lamb. 

If the beds in the town are all engaged, in consequence 
of Mr. Mathews’s appearance, a hackney coach will serve. 

We shall neither of us come much before the time. 


To JOHN PAYNE COLLIER 

{Kiugstand Hme, Palston}, 

LmrER CLXXXV.J ^ ifay 16, 1821. 

Dear J. P. C. — Many thanks for the “Decameron:” 
I have not such a gentleman’s book in my collection : it 
Fas a great treat to roe, and I got it just as I was 
VOL II. n 
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wanting something of the sort. I take less pleasure in 
books than heretofore, but I like books about books. 
In the second volume, in particular, are treasures — 
your discoveries atK)ut ‘‘ Twelfth Night,” etc. What a 
Shakfix^mrian essence that speech of Osrades for food ! — 
Shaksi)care is coarae to it — beginning ** Forbear and eat 
no more.” Osrades warms up to that, but does not set 
out nifiian- swaggerer. The character of the Ass with 
those three lines, worthy to be set in gilt vellum, and 
worn in frontlets by the noble beasts for ever — 

** Thou v ould, jHjrhaps, lie eliould become thy foe, 

And to that end dost l)eat him many times : 

He cares not for himself, much less thy blow.” 

Cervantes, Sterne, and (Coleridge, have said positively 
nothing for aBS(‘s compared with this. 

1 write in Imsto,; but p. 24, voL i., the line you 
cannot appropriate is Gray’s sonnet, specimenifyed 
Wordsworth in first j)reface to L. B., as mixed of bad 
and good style : p. 143, 2ud vol., you will find last poem 
but one of the (jollcction on Sidney’s death in Spenser, 
the line, 

“Hcipio, Cicsar, Petrarch of our time.” 

This fixes it to Ihj Raleigh’s : I had guess’d it to be 
Daniel’s. The last after it, “ Silence augmenteth rage,” 
I will Ih! cnicified if it be not Lord Brooke’s. Hang you, 
and all meddling researchers, hereafter, tluit by raking into 
learned dust may find me out wrong in my conjecture ! 

I)i?ar d. P. (A, I shall take the first op|>ortunity of 
IH^rsonally thanking you for my entertainment. We are 
at Dakton for the miist |mrt, but I fully hope for an 
evening scnin with you in Russell or Bouverie Street, to 
talk over old times and books, Remeinl»cr us kindly to 
Mw. J. P. C. 

Yours very kindl)> Charles Lamb. 

I write in miser)'. 

— The best jxni I could borrow at our butcher’s t 
the ink, I verily believe, came out of the kennel 
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To J. TAYLOR. 


Letteh CLXXXVI.] July 30, 1821. 

Dear Sir — ^You will do me injustice if you do not 
convey to the writer of the beautiful lines, which I now 
return you, my sense of the extreme kindness which dic- 
tated them. Poor Elia (call him Ellia) does not pretend 
to so very clear revelations of a future state of being as 
Glen seems gifted with. He stumbles about dark 
mountains at best; but he knows at legist how to l)e 
thankful for this life, and is too thankful indeed for certain 
relationships lent him here, not to tremble for a possible 
resumption of the gift He is too apt to express himself 
lightly, and cannot be sorry for the present occasion, as 
as it has called forth a reproof so Christian-like. His 
animm at least (whatever become of it in the female 
termination) hath always been cum Chriatiafm. 

Pray make my gratefuUest respects to the Poet (do 1 

flatter myself when I hojxi it may be M y 1) and say 

how happy I should feel myself in an acquaintance with 
him. I will just mention that in the middle of the 
second column, where I have affixed a cross, the line 


“ One in a skeleton’s ribb’d hollow cooped,” 
is undoubtedly wrong Should it not be — 

“ A skeleton's nb ot ribs ?*’ 


or, 


In a skeleton ribb’d, hollo w-coop’d ?** 


1 perfectly remember the plate in Quarles. In the first 
page esoteric is pronounc^ esiiteric. It should be (if 
that Is the word) esoteric. The fiUse accent may be 
corrected by omitting the word oUL Pray, for certain 
reasons, give me to the 18th at furtheH esUremUy for 
my next 

Poor Elia, the real (for I am but a counterfeit), Is 
dead. The is, a person of that name, an Italian, was 
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A fdlow-clerk of mine at the South Sea House, thirty 
(not forty) years ago, when the characters I described 
there existed, but had left it like myself many years; 
and I having a brother now there, and doubting how he 
might relish certain descriptions in it, I clapt down the 
name of Elia to it, which passed off pretty well, for Elia 
himself added the function of an author to that of a 
scrivener, like myself. 

I went the other day (not having seen him for a year) 
to laugh over with him at my usurpation of his name, 
and found him, alas ! no more than a name, for he died 
of consumption cloven months ago, and I knew not of it. 

So the name has fmrly devolved to me, I think ; and 
^tis all ho has left mo. 

Dear sir, yours truly, C. Lamb. 

Messrs. Taylor & Hessoy, Fleet Street, 
for J. Taylor, Esq. 


To C. COWDEN CLARKE. 

Lsttkii CLXX.XVIL] [1821.] 

My dear Sir — Your letter has lain in a drawer of 
my desk, upbraiding me every time I open the said 
drawer, l)ut it is almost impossible to answer such a 
letter in such a place, and I am out of the habit of reply- 
ing to epistles otherwhere than at office. You express 
yourself concerning Hunt like a true friend, and have 
made .me feel that I have somehow neglected him, but 
without knowing very well how to rectify it I live so 
remote from him — by Hackney — that he is almost out 
of the ptde of visitation at Hampstead. And I come 
but seldom to Govt. Gardn. this summer time, and when 
I do, am sure to ]my for the late hours and pleaaiftt 
Novclld «up|wrs whiih I incur. I also am an invalid. 
But I will hit n[K>n some way, that you shall not have 
cause for your reproof in future. But do not think 1 
take the bint unkkdly. When I shall be brought low 
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hy any sickneas or untoward circumstance, write just 
such a letter to some tardy friend of mine— or come up 
yourself with your friendly Henshaw foce — and that will 
be better. I shall not forget in haste our casual day at 
Margate. May we have many such there or elsewhere ! 
God bless you for your kindness to H., which I will 
remember. But do not show Norello this, for the flout- 
ing infidel doth mock when Christians cry God bless us. 
Yours and his, too, and all our little circlets most aflect®. 

0. Lamb. 

Maiy’s love included. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Lkttbr CLXXXVIII.] March 9, 1822. 

Dear C deridge — It gives me great satisfaction to 
hear that the pig turned out so well : they arc intercbting 
(Tcatures at a certain age. What a pity such buds should 
blow out into the maturity of rank bacon ! You had all 
some of the crackling and brain sauce. Did you remcm- 
l)er to rub it with butter, and gently dredge it a little, 
just before the crisis ? Did the eyes come away kindly 
with no QSdipeaii avulsion! Was the crackling the 
colour of the ripti pomegranate 1 Had you no complement 
of boiled neck of mutton before it, to blunt the edge of 
delicate desire I Did you flesh maiden teeth in it ? Not 
that I sent the pig, or can fonn the remotest guess what 
liart Owen could play in the business. I never knew him 
give anytliing away in my life. He would not begin 
with strangers. I suspect the ))ig, after all, was meant 
tohm ; but at the unlucky juncture of time being absent, 
tSe present somehow went round to Highgate. To confess 
an honest truth, a pig is one of tliose things which I 
could never think of sending away. Teal, widgeon, 
snipes, barn-door fowls, ducks, geese — your tame villatic 
things — Welsh mutton, collars of brawn, stuigeon, fresli 
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ar pickled, yoitr potted char, Swiss chooses, French pies, 
early grapes, muscadines, I impart as freely unto my 
friends as to myself. They are but self-extended ; but 
pardon me if I stop somewhere. Where the fine feeling 
of benevolence giveth a higher smack than the sensuid 
rarity, there my friends (or any good man) may command 
me ; but pigs are pigs, and I myself therein am nearest 
to myself. Nay, 1 should think it an affront, an under- 
valuing done to Nature who bestowed such a boon upon 
me, if in a (jhurlish mo(Kl I parted with the precious ^t. 
One of the bitterest pan^:,^ of remorse I ever felt was when 
a child — when ray kind ohl aunt had strained her pocket- 
strings to l)e8tow a sixpenny whole plum-cake upon me. 
In my way home through the Borough I met a venerable 
old man, not a mendicant, but therealwuts ; a look-beggar, 
not a verbal petitiouist ; and in the coxcombry of taught 
charity I gave away the cake to him. I walked on a 
little in all the pride of an Evangelical peacock, when oi 
a sudden my old aunt’s kindness crossed me ; the sum it 
was to her ; th<^ j)leasure she hjwi a right to cxj)ect that 
I — not the old imixwtor — should take in eating her cake ; 
tlio ingn^titude by w'hich, under the colour of a Christian 
virtue, I liad fnistrat<^ her cheriHlie<l purpose. I sobbed, 
wept, <uid took it to heart so grievously, that I think I 
never Kuff<‘re<l the like ; and I was right. It ivas a piece 
of unfeeling hypoi'risy, and it prove<i ii U^sson to me ever 
after. The eaktt has long lieen masticated, consigned to 
the dungliill w'ith the ashes of that imseasonable (muper. 

But when Providence, who is better to us all than our 
aunts, gives me a pig, rememhering my temptation and 
my fall, I shall eiuleavour to act towards it more in the 
spirit of the donor's purjwse. 

Yours (short of pig) to command in everythiog. * 

0. JLb 



TO WORBSWORTH. 


39 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Uri KBCLXXXIX.], JfanA 20, 1828. ' 

My dear Wordsworth — A letter from you is 
fateful ; I have not seen a Kendal postmark so long J 
We are pretty well, save colds and rheumatics, and a 
certain deadness to everything, which I think I may date 
from poor John’s loss, and another accident or two at the 
same time, tliat have made me ahnost bury myself at 
Dalston, where yet I see more faces than I could wish. 
Denths overset one, and put one out long after the recent 
grief. Two or three have died within the last two twelve- 
months, and so many parts of me have been numbed. 
One sees a picture, reads an anecdote, starts a casual 
fancy, and thinks to tell of it to this ]x;r8on in preference 
to every other : the person is gone wlnun it would have 
{Kiculiariy suited. It won’t do for ainjthcr. Every 
dejjarturo destroys a class of sympathies. There’s (hiptain 
Burney gone I What fnn has whist now ? What matters 
it what you lead, if you can no longer fancy him looking 
over you ? One never hears anything, but the image of 
the particular person occurs with whom alone almost you 
would (‘.arc to share the intelligence. Thus one distributes 
oneself about ; and now for so many parts of me I have 
lost the market. Common natures do not suffice me. 
Good people, as they are called, won’t serve. I want 
individuals. I am made up of (piecr poiiits, and I want 
so many answering needles. The going away of friends 
does not make the reniiuuder mor(} precious. It takes so 
much from them iis there was a cfimmon link. A. B. 
and 0. make a party. A. dies. B. not only loses A. ; 
but all A.’s part in 0. T?. loses A’s part in B., and so 
the alphabet sickens by subtraction of inierohangeables. 

I express myself inuddily, coptte d<^mt€, I have a 
dulling cold. My tlicory is to enjoy life, but my praciii» 
is against it I grow ominously tired of odicial confine- 
ment Thirty years have 1 served the Philistines, and 
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my is not subdued to the yoke. You don’t kndw 
bow Wiansome it is to breathe the air of four pent walls 
without relief, day after day, all the golden hours of the 
day between t( ii and four, without ease or interposition. 
TmUt me h/irum quotidiaruirum /(rrmarumy these pesti- 
lential clerk-fiiccs always in one’s dish. Oh for a few years 
between the grave and the desk ! — they are the same, 
save that at tlic latter you are the outside machine. The 

foul enchanter (“ letters four do form his name ” — 

Bosirane is his name in hell), tiiat has curtailed you of 
some domestic comforts, hath laid a hciivier hand on me, 
not in present but in taking away the ho|)e of 

enfi-anchiseimigK^dare not whi8i)er to myself a pension 
on this side i^^Wiute incapacitation and infirmity, till 
years have sucked me dry ; — Otium cum indifjnitate. I 
had thought in a green old age (Oh green thought I) to 
have ntlrcd to Ponder’s En<l (emblematic name, how ^ 
Ijeautiful !), in the Ware Road, there to have made up my 
accounts with Heaven and the comimny, toddling about 
l>etw(xm it and Olifshunt ; anon stretching, on some 
fine Isi:uik Walton morning, to Hoddesdon or Amwcll, 
careless as a beggar; but vralking, walking ever till I 
fairly walked myself off my logs, dying waking ! The 
ho]>e is gt»!ie. I sit like Pliilomel all day (but not sing- 
ing), with my hrcjvst against this thorn of a desk, with 
the only hojH> that some pulmonary affliction may relievo 
me. Vide Ijtird Palmerston’s rc]CK)rt of tlie clerks in the 
War (Delxitcs in this morning’s hy which 

it Hp|»ears, in twenty years as many clerks have been 
coughed and catarrhed out of it into their fr^^er graves. 
Thank yo\i for asking almut the pictun^s. Milton bangs 
over my fire sidt* in t’ovent Garden (when I am there), 
the r<r**t have Invn sold for an old song, waning thi^ 
eloquent tongue that should have set them off I You^ 
have gmtified me with liking my meeting wdtb Dodd. 
For the Malvolio story — the thing is Ijccfome in verity a 
sad task, and 1 eke it out with anything. If I could 
slip out of it 1 should Ih? happy, but our ebief-reputed 
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aasifstantg have forsaken ns. The Opium-Eater erossetl 
us once with a dazzling path, and hath as suddenly 1^ 
us darkling ; and, in short, 1 shall go on from dull to 
worse, because I cannot resist the booksellers* importunity 
— the old plea you know of authors, but I believe on my 
part sincere. Hartley I do not so often see ; but I never 
see him in unwelcome hour. I thoroughly love and 
honour him. I send you a frozen epistle, but it is Winter 
and dead time of the year with me. May heaven 
keep something like Spring and Summer up with you, 
strengthen your eyes, and make mine \Httlo lighter to 
encounter with them, as I hope th^iM|^t and again, 
before all are closed. 

Yours, with every kind remembrance. 0. L. 

I had almost forgot to say, 1 think you thoroughly 
right about presentation copies. I should like to sec 
you print a book I should grudge to purchase for its size. 
Hiuig me, but I would have it though 1 

Mary |)crfcctly apfiruves of the appropriation of 
the featherz^ and wishes them peacock*s for your fair 
niece’s sake. 


To WILLIAM GODWIN. 

LirnT.iv CXC.3 Mmj 16, 1822. 

Dear Godwin — I sincerely feel for all your trouble. 
Pray usc^ the enclosevl X50, and pay me when you can. 
I shall make it my business to see you very shortly. 
Yours truly, 0. Lamlb. 


To JOHN CLA^E. 

LrmsR CXCl.] India House ^ August 31, 1822. 

Dear Clare— I thank you heartily for your present 
I am an inveterate old Londoner, but while 1 am among 
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yolir choice collectious I seem to be native to them and 
free of the country. The quality of your observation has 
astonished me. What have most pleased me have been 
“ Recolloctioiis after a Ramble,” and those “Gron^r 
Hdl” kind of pieces in eight syllable lines, my favourite 
measure, such iis “Coofier Hill” and “Solitude.” In 
some of your story-telling Balhids the provincial phrases 
sometimes startle me. I think you are too profuse with 
thorn. In poctiy slang of every kind is to be avoided. 
There i« a mstick Oockneyism, as little pleasing as ours 
of I.s>ndou. Transplant Arcadia to Hclpstone. The 
true rustic style!' I think is to be found in Shenstone. 
Would his “ Bchoolmistress,” the prettiest of poems, 
have iHJcn better if he had used quite the Goody^s own 
language! Now and then a home rusticism is fresh and 
startling ; but when nothing is gained in expression, it is 
out (A' tenor. It may make folks smile and stare ; bu^ 
the ungenial coalition of Imrbarous with refined phrases 
will prevent you in the end from btung so generally tasted, 
m you desire to In*. Excuse my freedom, and take the 
mine lilierty with my puns. 

1 Kcnd you two little volumes of my spare hours. 
They are of all sorts : there is a Methofiist hymn for 
Sundays and a farce for Saturday night. Pray give 
them i\ place on your siiclf. Pray accept a little volume, 
of which 1 have a duplicate, that I may return in equal 
numlH'r to your welcome presents. I think I am 
indebted U> you for a sonnet in the “London” for 
.August ! 

Since I saw you I have been in France, and have 
(Uiten frogs. The niwst little rabbity things you ever 
totetl. llo look alx>ut for them. Make Mrs. Clare pick 
off the hind qtuirters, IkuI them plain, with parsley and 
butter. The fun* tjuarters are not so gcaxl. She may 
let tluim hop off by t^ieinstdvtu 

Yours simvrely, Chjvs, Lamiv 

[AUdnmHl at 

Mr. dohu Clar«. 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

India Hotisc, 

Letter CXC J I. ] September 11,1 822. 

Dear Sir— You have misapprehended me sadly, if yon 
s«pix)se that I meant to impute any inconsistency in your 
writing poetry with your religious profession. I do not 
remember what I said, but it was siwken sportively, I am 
sure — one of my levities, which you are not so used to as 
my older friends. I probably was thinking of the light 
in which your so indulging yourself would apjiear to 
Quakers, and put their objection in my own foolish 
mouth. I would eat my words (provided they should be 
written on not very coarse paper) rather than I would 
throw cold water upon your, and my once, hannless 
I o<‘cupation. 

I have read “ Napoleon ” and the rest with delight. 
I like them for what they are, and for what they are 
not. I have sickened on the modern rhodoraontade and 
Byronism, ard your plain Quakerish beauty has captivate<l 
me. It is all wholesome cates ; ay, and toothsome too ; 
and withal Quakerish. If I were George Fox, and George 
Fox licenser of the press, they should have my absolute 
imprimatur. I hope I have removed the impression. 

I am, like you, a prisoner to the desk. 1 have been 
chained to that g^ley thirty years, — a long shot. I have 
almost grown to the wood. If no imaginative poet, I am 
sure I am a figurative one. Do “ Friends ** allow puns 1 
t'erbal equivocations ? They are unjustly accused of it ; 
and I did my little best in the “ Imperfect Sympathies ** 
to vindicate them. I am veiy tired of clerking it, but 
have no remedy. Did yem see a Sonnet to this purimo 
in the Emminer ? — 

** Who firnt work, and ImiuikI the free 

And lioly'day rejoicing epirii down 
To the ever'haunting importunity 
Of huainess, in the green fields and the town, 
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To plough^ loom, anvil, spade ; and oh, most sad, 

To that dry drudgery at the desk’s dead wood ? 

Who but the being imblest, alien from good, 

Sabbathless Satan I he who his unglad 
Task ever plies, ’mid rotatory burnings, 

Tliat round aiul round incalculably reel ; 

For wrath Divine hath made him like a wheel 
In that red realm from which are no retuniings ; 

Wliere, toiling and turmoiling, ever and aye. 

He and his thoughts keep jiensive worky-day.” 

I ftin <7 tlio sentiment exprest above will be neatly 
your own. The expression of it probably would not so 
wdil suit with a follower of John Woolman. But I do 
not know wliethor dialKdism is a i)art of your creed, or 
where indee<i to find an ex|K)sition of your creed at all. 
In feelings and matters not dogmatical, I ho|)c I am half 
a Qimker. Believe me, wdth great respect, yours, 

C. Lamb. 

I sliall always be happy to see or hear from you. 


To Mrs. KENNEY. 

Lrttku rXCIirj Ztmdon, Sqttcwber 11, 1822. 

ihnx Mrs. K. — Mary got home safe on Friday night. 
She has BuffonMi only a common fatigue, but as she is 
weakly, U’gs me to thank you in l)oth our names for all 
the trouble she has Iteeu to yon. She did not sucoeed in 
saving Ihibinson’s fine waistcoat They could not oom- 
prehend how a waistcoiit, marked Henry Kobinson, could 
Iw a part of Miss l^imh’s wearing ap]>arel. So they 
seixed it for the king, who will probably appear in it at 
the next levee. Next to yourself, our best tbanka to H. 
Faymv 1 was disappointed he came not with her. Tell 
Kenney the (\>w has gjjt out, by cr^inpoai^on, paying so 
innch in tim pound. The canary Urd continues her 
iilet'p»i>er8ua<ltiig strains. Pray say tio Ellen that I think 
the versos very pretty whidi she i^pt into my pocket on 
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the last day of my being at Versailles. The stanzas on 
Ambition are fine, allowing for the age of the writer. 
The thought that the present King of S{)ain whom 1 
suppose she means by the brown moniirch,^^ sitting in 
state among his grandees, is like 

“ A sparrow Ibnely on the house’s top,** 
is jierhaps a little forced. The next lino is letter, 

“ Too high to stoop, though not afraid to drop.** 

Pray deliver what follows to my dear wife Sophy. 

My dear Sophy — The few short days of connubial 
felicity w'hich I passed with you among the pears and 
apricots of Versailles were some of the happiest of my 
life. But they are flown I 

And your other half — ^your dear co-twin — that sho-you 
— that almost equal sharer of my affections : you and 
^ she are my better half, a quarter a-pioce. She and 
you are my pretty 8ixi)ence — ^you the head, and she the 
tail. Sure, Heaven that made you so alike must pardon 
the error of an inconsiderate moment, should I for love 
of you, love her too well Bo you think laws were made 
for lovers 1 I think not. 

Adieu, amiable Pair, Yours and yours C. LxMa 

P.JS , — I enclose half a dear kiss a-piece for you. 


To Me. BARRON FIELD. 

Lunritis CXCIV.] September 22, 182^ 

My dear F. — I scribble hastily at office. Frank wants 
my letter presently. I and sister are just returned from 
Paris ! 1 We have eaten frogs. It has been such a 
treat ! You know our monotonous tenor. Frogs are the 
nicest little delicate things — rabbity-ffavoured. Imagine 
a Lilliputian rabbit ! They fricassee them ; but in my 
mind, drest seethed, plain, with parsley and butter, would 
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hare been the decision of Apicius. Paris is a glorious 
pictunx^ue old city. London looks mean and new to it, 
as the town of Washington would, seen after it. But 
they have no St. Paurs, or Westminster Abbey. The 
Seine, so much despised by Cockneys, is exactly the size 
to run through a magnificent street ; palaces a mile long 
on one side, lofty Edinbro* stone (0 the glorious antiques !) 
houses on the other. The Thames disunites London and 
Southwark. I had Talma to supper with me. He has 
picked up, as I believe, an authentic portrait of Shaks- 
ixiare. He paid a broker about £40 English for it. It 
is painted on the one half of a pair of bellows, — a lovely 
picture, corresponding with the folio head. The bellows 
has old (tarved winga round it, and round the visnomy is 
inw^ribed, as nmr tis I reinemljer, not divided into rhyme 
"I found out the rhyme- 

** Whom have we here, 

Stnck on Ike bellowK, 

But the Prince of good fellows, 

Willy 8hakH|>eare t” 

At toj>' 

** O base and coward luck 
To he here stuck I” — PutNS. 

At lH)ttom — 

Nay 1 ralhwr a glorioua lot la to Mm aasign'd, 

Who, like the Almighty, rides upon the iciTid." 

Pistol. 

This is all in old carved wooden letters. The counte- 
nance smiling, sweet, and inlellccttiul l)eyond measure, 
even as he was immeasurabla It may be a forgery. 
They laugh at mo and tell mo Ireland is in Paris, and 
has Wn putting off a portrait of the Black Prince. How 
far old wiKxi may imitated I cannot say* Ireland was 
not found t»ut by his ])and)ments, but by his poetry. I 
am confident no tminte# on either side the Chisel could 
have painted anything near like the face I saw. Again, 
would such a luiinter and forger have taken £40 for a 
thing, if authentic, worUt £4(^1 Talma is not in the 
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secret, for he had not even found out the rhymes in the 
first inscription. He is coming over with it, and, my 
life to Southey’s Tlialaba, it will gain universal faith. 

The letter is wanted, and I am wanted. Imagine the 
blank filled up with all kind things. 

Our joint hearty remembrances tc both of you. 

Yours, as ever, C. Lamu. 


To BERNAKD BARTON. 

Ktoit India Ilousf, 

Letter CXCV.] October 9, 182*2. 

Dear Sir — I am ashamed not sooner to have acknow- 
ledged your letter and poem. I think the latter very 
temperate, very serious, and very seasonable. I do not 
think it will convert the club at Pisa, neither do I think 
•it will satisfy the bigots on our side the water. Some- 
thing like a parody on the song of Ariel would please 
them bettor : — 

“ Full fathom five the Atheist lies, 

Of his boDos are hell-dice made." 

I want time, or fancyr, to fill up the rest. I sincerely 
syraj/atbise with you on your doleful confinement. Of 
time, health, and riches, the first in order is not last in 
excellence. Riches ere chiefly good because they give us 
Time. What a weight of wearisome prison hours have I 
to look back and forward to, as quite cut out of life ! and 
the sting of ^e thing is, that for six hours every day I 
have no business which I could not contract into two, if 
they wmuld let me work task-work. I shall be glad to 
heiir that your grievance is mitigated. Shelley I saw 
once. His voice was the most obnoxious sc^ueak I ever 
was tormented with, ten thousand times worse than the 
Laureate’s, whose voice is the worst part about him, 
except his Laureateship. Lord Byron opens upon him on 
Monday in a parody (I suppose) of the Vuion of Judff* 
tteat, in which latter the Poet I think did not much show 



48 UnTERS OF GliAKLES LAHB. 

kU. To award his Heaven and his Hell in the pre- 
sumptuons manner he has done, was a piece of immodesty 
as as Shelleybm. 

1 am returning a poor letter. I was formerly a great 
scribbler in that way, but my hand is out of order. If 
I said my h(!ad too, I should not be very much out, but 
I will tell no tales of myself ; I will therefore end (after 
my best thanks, with a hope to see you again some time 
in London), begging you to accept this letteret for a 
letter — a leveret makes a better present than a grown 
hare, and short troubles (sw the old excuse goes) are best, 

I hear that Lloyd is well, and has returne<l to his 
family. I think this will give you pleasure to hear. 

I remain, dear sir,' yours truly, C. Lamb. 


To B. R. HAYDON. 

LiBTTxa CXCVI.] India ITome^ October 19, 1822, 

Dtuir Ifaydon — Poor Godwin has been turned out of 
his house and business in Skinner Street, and if he does 
not jiay two years* arrears of rent, ho will have the whole 
stek, furniture, etc., of his new houses (in the Strand) 
sebusi when t«;rm Ix^gina. We are trying to raise a sub* 
st^ription for him. My object in writing this is simply 
to ask you, if this is a kind of case w hich would be likely 
to intemt Mrs. Coutts in his behalf, and who, in your 
opinion, is the lK*st person to s{)eak with her on his 
Imlialf. Without the aid of from X300 to £400 by that 
time, csarly in KovemWr, he will be ruined. You are‘ 
tbe only {M?rson I cjui think of, of bis atH^uaintance, and 
can pc*rlui}is, if not yourself, recommend the person m^t 
likely to induenee her. Shelley bail engaged to cl^r 
him of all demaiuls, imd he luis gone down to the deep 
insolvent 

Yours truly, C. Lamb. 

Is Sir Walter to lie applied to, and by what channel t 
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LKT-iEtt CXC VII. ] Tuesday {October 29, 1822], 

Dear H. — I have written a veiy re8j)ectful letter to 
Sir W. S. Godwin did not write, because he leaves all 
to his Committee, as I will explain to yoiu If this 
niscally weather holds you will see but one of us on that 
day. 

Yours, \\dth many thanks, Charles Lamb. 


To JOHN HOWARD PAYNE. 

liETTER CXCVIII.] Thursday^ November 1822. 

“Ali Pacha” will do. I sent my sister the first 
night, not having been able to go myself, and Iier report 
of its effect was most favourable. I saw it last night — 
the third night — and it was most satisfactorily received. 
4 have been sadly di8ap])ointod in Talfourd, who does the 
critiques in the “ Times,” and who promised his strenuous 
services ; but by some damn’d arrangement he was sent 
to the wrong house, and a most iniquitous account of 
“ AJi ” substituted for his, which I am sure would have 
been a kind one. The “Morning Herald” did it ample 
justioe, without appearing to puff it. It is an abominable 
misrepresentation of the “Times,” that Farren played 
Ali like Lord Ogilby. He acted infirmity of body, but 
not of voice or purpose. Uts manner was even grand. 
A grand old gentleman. His falling to the earth when 
his Boids death was announced w*a8 fine as anything I 
ever saw. It was as if ho had been blasted. Miss Foote 
looked helpless and beautiful, and greatly helpd the 
piec^e. It is going on steadily, I am sure, for 
niyht4. Marry, I wjis a little disap[K>into(l with Hassan, 
wiio tdls us he sul>sists by crac^king court jests Ijcfore 
Hall ; but be made none. In alU the rest, scenery and 
niikchineiy, it was faultless. I ho]ic it will bring you 
here. I should be most glml of that I have a room 
for you, and you shall order your own dinner three days 
VOL. IL B 
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in the week. I must retain my own authority for the 
rest Ab far as magazines go, I can answer for Talfourd 
in the “ New Monthly.” He cannot be put out there. 
But it is established as a favourite, and can do without 
these expletives. I long to talk over with you the 
Shakspetire Picture. My doubts of its being a forgery 
mainly rest ufion the goo<lncs8 of the picture. The* 
bellows might Iw trumixHl up, but where did the painter 
spring from H Is Ireland a con.suiinnate artist — or any of 
Ireland’s accomplices I — but we shall eonfer ui)on it, I 
hojie. Th<5 New Times,” I understand was favorable to 
“ All,” but I liHve not seen it I am sensible of the want 
of metluKi in this letter, but I have been deprived of the 
connecting organ by a practice I have fallen into since I 
left Paris, of taking too much strong spirits of a night. 

I must return to the. Hotel de I’Europe and Macon. 

How is Kenney 1 Have you seen my friend White ? 
What is Ptmle alxiut, etc. 1 Do not write, but come and ^ 
answer me. 

The whither is charming, and there is a mermaid to 
Iwj seen in l,s)udon. You may not have the opportunity 
of insjKJCting such a Pomarde once again in ten centuries. 

My sister joius me in the ho|)e of seeing you. 

Yours truly, 0 . Lamb. 


Lrttkk OXCIX, ) fFrdnemlay, Namnh/rl^, *22. 

Dear P. - -Owing to the inconvenience of having two 
lodgings, I did not get your ktter quite so sixin as I 
shouKi The India House is my pnifier aildrees, where 
I am sun* for the fun^ j>art of every day. The. instant I 
got it, I addresscHl a letter, for Kemble to see, to my 
friend Henry KolsTtson, the TreasunT of Ovent Garden 
Theatre. He had a eonferenee with Kemble, and the 
result is, that Robertson, in the name of the management, 
rccqitnis^ to roe the ftdl ratifying of your bargain : X250 
for AH, the Slaves,” and another piece which they had 
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not r^ved. He aBsiires me the whole will be paid jou, 
or the proportion for the two foiiner, as soon as ever the 
Treasury will permit it. He offered to write the same 
to yo% if I pleased. He tliinks in a month or so they 
will be able to liquidate it He is positive no trick 
^uld be meant you, as Mr. Planchd’s iterations, which 
were trifling, were not at all considered as affecting your 
bargain. With respect to the copyright of “Ali,” he 
was of opinion no money would he given for it, as “ Ali ” 
is quite laid aside. This explanation being given, you 
would not think of printing the two copies together by 
way of recrimination. He told me the secret of the two 
“Galley Slaves” at Drury Lane. Elliston, if ho is 
inform^ right, engaged Poole to translate it, but before 
Poole’s translation arrived, finding it coming out at Cov. 
Gar., he procured copies of two several translations of 
it in London. So you see here are four translations, 
1*t‘ckoning vours. I fear no coj>yright would l)e got for 
it, for anyliody may print it and anybody has. Yours 
has nin seven nights, and R. is of opinion it will not 
exceed in number of nights the nights of “ Ali ” — alwut 
tliirtfMin. But your full right to your bargain with the 
mauagfimcnt is in the fullest manner recognised by him 
officially. He gave me every bofio the money will be 
spared as soon as tliey can sjiare it. Ho said a month or 
tifff}, Imt seemt'd to me to mean al)out a memth. A new 
lady is coming out in Juliet, to whom they look very 
confidently for replenishing their treasury. jUibertson is 
a Very good fellow and 1 can rely upon his statement 
Should you have any more pieces, and want to get a 
copyright for them, I am the worst person to negotiate 
with any l>ooksoller, having lieen cheated by all I have 
liad to do with (except Taylor and Hcsscy, — Init they do 
not publish theatrical pieces), and I know not how to go 
about it, or who to apply to. But if you liad no better 
negotiator, I sfiould know the minimum you expect, for 
I should not like to make a bargain out of my own head, 
being (afler the Duke of Wellington) the worst of aU 
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ne^gotlators. 1 find from Bobertson you have written to 
Bishap on the subject. Have you named anything of 
the copyright of the “ Slaves.” R. thinks no publisher 
would pay for it, and you would not risk it on your 
own account. This is a mere business letter, so I will 
just send my love to my little wife at Versailles, to her 
dear mother, etc. 

Believe me, yours truly, 0. L. 


To J. TAYLOR. 


I*m KR CC.] Decemher 7, 1822. 

Dear Sir — should like the enclosed Dedication to be 
printed, unless you dislike it. I like it. It is in the 
olden style. But if you object to it, put forth the book 
as it is ; only i)ray don’t let the printer mistake the word^ 
(mH for curst* 0. L. 


DEDICATION. 

TO THK FUIKNDLY AND JUDICIOUS UKADER, 

who will tilke these Papers, as they were meant; not 
imdersianding everything ])erversely in its absolute and 
literal s(*nse, hut giving fair construction, as to an 
after-dinner conversation ; allowing for the rashness and 
neoessary incompleteness of first thoughts; and not 
remembering, for the purpose of an after taunt, words 
stH>keu pt*rail venture after tbe fourth glass, the Author 
wishes (what he would will for himself) plenty of good 
friends to stand by him, good books to solace him, 
pmiH^nms events to all his honest undertakings, and a 
cancUd inter|)retation to his most hasty wonls and actions. 
The other sort (and he hoi^es many of them will purchase 
hts book too) he greets with the curt invitation of Timon, 
Uncover, dogs, and lap or he dismisses them with 
the confident security of the philosopher, — “you beat 
but on the case of Elia.” On better consideratioti, pray 
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omit that Dedication. The Essays want no Preface : th^ 
are all Frefa^ce, A Preface is nothing but a talk with 
the reader ; and they do nothing else. Pray omit it. 

There will be a sort of Preface in the next Magazine, 
which may act os an advertisement, but not proper for 
the volume. 

Let Elia come forth bare as he was bom. 

0. L. 

Messrs. Taylor and Hossoy, 

booksellers, Fleet Street 

No Preface. 


To Mr. WALTER WILSON. 

Letter CCI.] E, L JT., December 16, 1822. 

* Dear Wilson — Lightning I was going to call you. 
You must have thought me negligent in not answering 
your letter sooner. But I have a habit of never writing 
letters but at the ofhcc ; ’tis so much time cribbed out 
of the Company ; and I am just got out of the thick of 
a tea-sale, in which most of the entry of notes, deposits, 
etc., usu.'dly fills to my shara 

I have nothing of De Foe’s but two or three novels 
and the “ Plague History.” I can give you no informa- 
tion about him. As a slight genend character of what I 
remember of them (for I have not looked into them 
latterly), I would say that in the lippearance of truth, in 
all the incidents and conversations that occur in them, 
they exceed any works of fiction I am acquainted with. 
It is perfect illusion. The atUftor never appears in these 
self-narratives (for so they ought to be c^led, or rather 
autoMograpbies), but the norraUrr chains us down to an 
implicit belief in everything he says. There is all the 
minute detail of a log-book in it Dates are painfully 
pressed upon the memory. Facts are repeated over and 
over in vaiying phases, till you cannot choose but believe 
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them. It is like reading evidence given in a court oi 
jtiMtlee. Bo anxious the story-teller seems that the truth 
should be clearly comprehended, that when he has told 
UB a matter of fact or a motive, in a line or two farther 
down he repeaU it, with his favourite figure of speech, 
“ I say,” BO and so, though he had made it abundantly 
plain before. This is in imitation of the common people’s 
way of speaking, or rather of the way in which they are 
addressed by a master or mistress, who wishes to impress 
something upon their memories, and has a wonderful 
effect ujwn matter-of-fact readers. Indeed it is to such 
principally that he writes. His style is everywhere 
beautiful, but plain and homely, Robinson Crusoe is 
delightful to nil ranks and classes, but it is easy to see 
that it is written in phraseology [)eculiarly adapted to 
the lower conditions of readers ; hence it is an especial 
favourite with seafaring men, poor boys, servant-maids, 
etc. His novels are capital kitchen-reading, while they 
lire worthy, from their deep interest, to find a shelf in 
the libraries of the wealthiest and the most learned. His 
passion for matter-offacl narraitve sometimes betrayed 
him into a long relation of common incidents, which 
might hapjKjn to any man, and have no interest but the 
intense ap})earance of truth in them, to recommend them. 
The whole latter half or two-thirds of ** Colonel Jack ” 
is of this description. The beginning of ** Colond Jack ” 
is the most affecting natural picture of a young thief that 
was ever drawn. His losing the stolen money in the 
hollow of a tree, and* finding it again when he was in 
despair, and Uien being in equtd distress at not knowing 
how to dis|)ose of it, and several similar touches in the 
early history of the Colonel, evince a deep knowledge of 
human nature ; and putting out of question the superior 
romantK intemst of the latter, in my mind very much 
exceed Cnisoe, “Roxana” (first editkm) is the next in 
interest, though ho loft out the be#'t port of it in subse- 
quent editions from a foolish hypercriticism of his firiend 
^utherae. But “ MoU Flanders,” the “ Account of the 
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Pla^e,” etc., are all of one family, and have the same 
stamp of character. 

Believe me, with friendly recollections, Brother (as I 
used to call you), yours, 0. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LFrrma CCII.] Dercmher 23, 1822. 

Dear Sir — I have been so distracted with business 
and one thing or other, I have not had a quiet quarter 
of an hour for cpistolaiy jmrposcs. Christmas, too, is 
come, which always jmt a rattle into my morning skull 
It is a visiting, unquiet, unquakerish season. I get 
more and more in love with solitude, and proportionately 
hampered with com|)any. I hope you have some holidays 
’ at this period. I have one day — Christmas Day ; alas I 
too few to commemorate the season. All work and no 
play dulls me. Company is not play, but many times 
hard work. To play, is for a man to do what he pleases, 
or to do nothing — to go about soothing his particular 
fancies. I have lived to a time of life to have outlived 
the good hours, the nine o’clock 8upi>or8, with a bright 
hour or two to clear up in afterwards. Now you cannot 
get tea before that hour, and then sit gaping, music- 
bothered perhaps, till half- past twelve brings up the 
tray ; and what you steal of convivial enjoyment after, is 
heavily paid for in the disquiet of to-morrow’s head. 

I am pleased with your liking John Woodml^ and 
amused with your knowledge of our drama being confined 
to Shakepeare and Miss Baillic. What a world of fine 
territory between Land’s End and Johnny Groat’s have 
you misi»6d traversing ! I could almost envy you to have 
so much to read. I M as if I had read all the books 1 
want to read. 0 to forget Fielding, Steele, etc., and 
read 'em new ! 

Can you Aell me a likely place where 1 could pick 
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dteap, Fox's journall There are no Quaker circulating 
Ubmries 1 El wood, too, I must have. I rather grudge 
that Southey has taken up the histoiy of your people : 

1 am afraid he will put in some levity. I am afraid I 
am not quite exempt from that fault in certain magazine 
articles, where I have introduced mention of them. 
Were they to do again, I would reform them. Why 
should not you write a poetical account of your old 
worthies, deducing them from Fox to Woolroan ? But I 
remember you did talk of something in that kind, as a 
counterpart to the “ Ecclesiastical Sketches.” But would 
not a poem be more consecutive than a string of sonnets ? 
You have no martyrs quite to the fire, I think, among 
you ; but plenty of heroic confessors, spirit-martyrs, lamb- 
lions. Think of it ; it would be better than a series of 
sonnets on ‘‘Eminent Bankers.” I like a hit at our way 
of life, tliough it does well for me, better than anything 
short of all one's tim^ to one's self; for which alone I ^ 
rankle with envy at the rich. Books are good, and 
pictures are good, and money to buy them therefore good ; 
but to buy time / in other words, life ! 

The “compliments of the time” to you should epd 
my letter; to a Friend, I suppose, I must say the 
“ sincerity of the season I hope they both mean the 
same. With excuses for this liuatily-pttimed note, believe 
me, witli great respect, C. Lamb. 


To Miss WORDSWORTH. 

LKmu CCIII 1 [Thursday, May 25, 1820.] 

Dear Miss W. — I Imve volunteered to reply to your 
note because of a mistake I am desirous of rectifying on the 
spot There can lie none to whom the last volume of W. 
W. has come more welcome than to me, I have traced 
the Dttddon in tlumght and with repetition along the 
batiks (alas!) of the Lea — (un|)oetical name) v it is always 
llowing and murmuring in my ears. Thfe story of Dioi? 
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is <^ivine — the geniiis of Plato falling on him like moon- 
light — the finest thing ever expressed. 

Then there is Midure and Ktrksione Pass — the last 
not new to me — and let me add one of the sweetest of 
all to me, Tht Longest Day. Lo\ing all these as much 
as I can love Poetry, new to me, what could I wish or 
desire or extravagantly desiderate in a new volume? 
That I did not write to W. W. was simply that he was 
to come so soon, and that flattens letters. 

I admired your averted looks on Saturday. You did 
not observe M. Burney’s averted look also? You might 
have been supposed two Antipathies, or quarrelled lovers. 
The fact was, M. B. had a black eye he was desirous of 
concealing — an artificial one I mean, not of nature’s mak- 
ing, but of art’s reflecting, for nobody quarrels with the 
black eyes the former gives — hut it was curious to see 
you both ashamed of such Panegyrical objects as black 
eyes and white teeth have always been considered. . . . 
Mary is not here to see the stuff I write, else she would 
snatch the pen out of my hand and conclude with some 
sober kind messages. 

We sincerely wish your brother better. 

Yours, both of us kindly, C. L. and M. L. 


Lettir CCIV.j 

Maiy perfectly approves of the appropriation of the 
feaikerSf and wishes them peacock’s for your fiedr niece’s 
sake. 

Christinas 1822. 

Bear Miss Wordsworth — 1 had just written the above 
endearing words when Monkhouse tapped me on the 
shoulder with an invitation to cold goose pie, which I 

was not bird of that sort enough to decHne. Mrs. M , 

I am most happy to say, is better. Maiy has been tor- 
mented with rheumatism, which is leaving her. I am 
suffering from the festivities of the season. 1 wond^ 
how my misused carcass holds it out. I have played the 
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experimental philosopher on it, that’s certain. Willy 
gh41 he welcome to a mince-pie, and a lx)ut at commerce 
whenever he comes. He was in our eye. I am glad 
you liked my new year’s speculations : everybody likes 
them, except the author of the Pleasures of Hope, Dis- 
appointment attend liim ! How I like to be liked, and 
what I da to be liked ! They flatter me in magazines, 
newspapers, and all the minor reviews ; the Quarterlies 
hold aloof. Hut they must come into it in time, or 
their leaves ho waste paper. Salute Trinity Library in 
my n#ime. Two gj)ecial things are worth seeing at Cam- 
bridge, a iKJrtrait of Cromwell, at Sydney, and a Ix'tter 
of Dr. Harvey (who found out that blood was red), at 
Dr. Davy’s; you should see them. Coleridge is pretty 
well. I have not seen him, but hear often of him from 
Allsop, who sends me hares and pheasants twice a week ; 

I can hardly bvke so fast as he gives. I have almost 
forgotten butehcr’s mafit, as plel)eian. Are you not glad * 
the cohl is gone 1 1 fiml Winters not so agreeable as 
they u.Hcd to ho “ when Winter bleak had charms for me.” 

\ caniKd coiyure up a kind similitude for those snowy 
flakes. ]jOt them keep to twelfth cakes ! 

Mrs. Paris, our Cambridge friend, has b<?en in town. 
You <lo not know the Watfords in Tnimpington Street. 
They are wipital |>iM)plo. Ask anybody you meet who is 
the bigijest wouuui in Cambridge, and 111 hold you a 
'w&gor theyll nay Mrs. Smith. She broke down two 
l>ettchea in Trinity gardens, one on the confines of St. 
John s, which o<T:isiono<i a litigation Wtween the Societies 
m to n^ivjviring it. In warm weather she retires into an 
i<!e-oellar (literally !) and <late8 the returns of the years 
from a h(»t Thursilay some twenty yean* back. She sits 
in a rcKun with np]^K>8ite doors and windows, to let in a 
thorough draught, which gives her slenderer friends 
tooth -aehos. She is to lie seen in the market eveiy 
morning, at itm. i’heatiening fowls which I observe the 
Camlwidge poulterers are not sufficiently careful to stump. 

Having now answered most of the points contain^ 
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in TOUT letter, let me end with assuring you of our very 
best kindness, and excuse Mary from not handling the 
pen on this occasion, e8|)ecially as it has fallen into so 
much better hands ! Will Dr. W. accept of my respects 
at the end of a foolish letter 1 C. L 


To DIBDIN, Esq. 


Lfttkr CCV.] 1822. 

It is hard when a gentleman cannot remmn concealed, 
who affecteth ol)6Curity with greater avidity than most 
do seek to have their good deeds brought to light — to 
have a prying inquisitive finger (to the danger of its own 
scor(?hing) busied in removing the little f)eck measure 
(scripturally a bushel) under which one luid liojX!(l to biury 
his small candle. The receipt of fem-sced, I think, in 
this ciuiouB age, would scarce help a man to walk 
invisible. 

Well, I am discovered — and thou thyself, who 
thoughtet to shelter under the pcasc-cod of initiality (a 
stale and shallow device), art no less dragged to light. 

Thy slender anatomy — thy skeletonian D fleshed and 

sinewed out to the plump exijansion of six characters — 
thy tunefid genealogy deduced. 

By the way, what a name is Timothy ! Lay it down, 
I be^ech thee, and in its place take up the propercjr 
sound of Timotheus. 

Then mayst thou with unblushing fingers handle the 
lyre “ familiar to the D n name.” 

With much difficulty have 1 traced thee to thy 
lurking-place. Many a gt)odIy name did I run over, 
bewildered between Dorrien, and Doxat, and Dover, and 
Dakin, and Daintry — a wilderness of D*8 — till at last I 
thought I had hit it — my conjectures wandering u[)on a 
melancholy Jew — you wot the Israelite ujKin 'Change — 
Master Daniels, a contemplative Hebrew, to the whidi 



60 


LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB, 


gu68B 1 was the rather led by the consideration that most 
of hie nation are great readera. 

Nothing is so common as to see them in the Jews’ 
Walk, with a bundle of scrip in one hand and the Mm 
of Feeling or a volume of Sterne in the other. 

1 am a rogue if I can collect what manner of face 
thou earnest, though thou seemest so familiar with mine. 
If I remember thou didst not dimly resemble the man 
I>aniel8, whom at first I took thee for — a careworn, 
mortified, economical, commercio-political countenance, 
with an agreeable limp in thy gait, if Elia mistake thee 
not. I think I should shake hands with thee, if I met 
thee. 


To Mr. and Mbs. BRUTON. 

Lkttrr CCVI.] January 6, 1828. 

The pig was above my feeble praise. It was a dear 
pigmy. There was some contention as to who should 
have the ears ; but, in spite of his obstinacy (deaf as 
these little creatures are to advice), I contrived to get at 
one of them. 

It came in boots too, which I took as a favour. 
Generally these ]»retty toes, pretty toes! are missing; 
but I Bupp 08 <» he wore them to look taller. 

He must have been the least of bis race. His little 
foots would have gone into the silver slipper. I take him 
to have been a Chinese and a female. 

If Evelyn could have seen him, he would never have 
fanrow(Hl two such prodigious volumes ; seeing how much 
good can be contained in — how small a compass \ 

He crackled delicately. 

I left a blank at the top of my letter, not being deter- 
mined which to aildress it to: so fanner and farmer’s 
wife will please to divide our thanks. May your gnmaries 
be fhli, and your rats empty, and your Sickens plumpt, 
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and your eurious neighbouis lean, and your labourers 
busy, and you as idle and as happy as the day is long 1 

VivB L'Acriculturb I 

How do you make your pigs so little ? 

They are vastly engaging at the age : 

I was so myself. 

Now 1 am a disagreeable old hog, 

A middle-aged gentleman-and-a-half, 

My faculties (thank Qod !) are not much impaired. 

I have my sight, hearing, taste, pretty perfect ; and 
can read the Lord's Prayer in common type, by the help 
of a candle, without maldng many mistakea. 

Believe me, that while my faculties last, I shall ever 
cherish a proper appreciation of your many kindnesses in 
this way, and that the last lingering relish of past favours 
upon my dying memory will be the smack of that little 
ear. It wjis tlie left ear, which is lucky. Many happy 
returns, not of the pig, but of the New Year, to Ijoth 1 
Maiy^, for her share of the pig and the memoirs, desires 
to send the same. 

Yours truly, C. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LiSTrjta CCVIL] Jartmry 9, 1823. 

“ Throw yourself on the world without any rational 
plan of support, beyond what the chance employ of book* 
seders would afe>rd you 111” 

Throw yourself rather, my dear sir, from the steep 
Tarpeian rock, slap-dash headlong upon iron spikes. If 
you had but five cousolatoiy minutes between the desk 
and the bed, make much of them, and live a century in 
them, raUier than turn slave to the booksellers. They arc 
Turks and Tartars when they have poor authors at their 
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beck Hitherto you have been at arm's 4ength from 
them. Como not within their grasp. 1 have known 
many authors for bread, some repining, others envy- 
ing the blessed security of a counting-house, all agreeing 
they would ratlier have been tailors, weavers, — ^what not, 
rather than the things they w’cre. I have known some 
starved, some to go mad, one dear friend literally dying 
in a workhouse. You know not what a rapacious, dis- 
honest set these booksellers are. Ask even Southey, 
who (a single case almost) has made a fortune by book 
drudg(;ry, what he has found them. Oh, you know not 
(may you never know!) the miseries of subsisting by 
authorship. 'Tis a pretty appendage to a situation like 
yours or mine j but a slavery, worse than all slavery, to 
In'! a bookseller's d(‘|>cndant, to drudge your brains for 
pots of ale anti breasts of mutton, to change your free 
thoughts and voluntary numbers for ungracious task-work. 
Those Allows hate w*. The reason I take to be, that 
contrary to other trades, in which the master gets all the 
credit (a jeweller or silversmith for instance), and the 
jounieyinan, who really docs the fine work, is in the back- 
grouml, — in our work the world gives all the credit to us, 
whom thep consider as their journeymen, and therefore 
do they hate us, and cheat us, and oppress us, and would 
wring the blood of us out, to put another sixpence in 
their mechanic pouches ! I contend that a boote^ller has 
a relatiim honesty towaixls authors, not like his honesty 
ito the roitt of the world. B., who firet engaged me 
as **Eliii," hivs not paid mo up yet (nor any of us 
without rejKn^ted mortifying appeals), yet how tlie knave 
fawned when I wiis of service to him ! Yet I dare say 
tho fellow is punctual in settling his milk-score, etc. 

Keep to your bank, and the bank will keep you. 
Trust not to the imblic ; you may hang, starve, drown 
yomsclf, for miytliing that worthy personage cares. I 
bless every star that Providence, not seeing good to make 
vm independent, has seen it next good ,to settle me upon 
the staUe foundation of Leadenhall Sit down, 
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B. B , in the banking-office. What 1 is there not from 
six to eleyen p.m. six days in the week, and is there not 
ail Sunday? Fie, what a superfluity of man’s time, if 
you could think so ! — enough for relaxation, mirth, con- 
verse, poetry, good thoughts, quiet thoughts. Oh the 
corroding, torturing, tormenting thoughts, that disturb 
the brain of the unlucky wight who must draw upon it 
for daily sustenance I Henceforth I retract all my fond 
complaints of mercantile employment ; look upon them as 
lovers’ quarrels. I wfis but half in earnest Welcome 
dead timber of a dehik, that mukes me live. A little 
grumbling is a wholesome medicine for the spleen ; but 
in my inner hejirt do I approve and embrace this our 
close but unharassing way of life. I am quite serious. 
If you can send me Fox, I will not keep it sU and 
will return it, witli warm thanks to yourself and friend, 
without blot or dog’s ear. You will much oblige me by 
this kindness. 

Yours tnily, C. Lamu 


To J. HOWAKD PAYNE. 

LrrrsR CCVIII.] January '2:3. 

l>ear Payne — T have no mornings (my day begins at 
5 p.H.) to transact business in, or talents for it, so 1 
employ Maiy, who has st^en Robertson, who says that the 
Piece which is to be OiKjratied was sent to you six weeks 
since by a Mr. Hunter, whose journey has been delayed, 
but be supposes you have it by this time. On receiving 
it bock properly done, the rest of your dues wiU be forth- 
coming. You have received X30 from Harwood, 1 ho|je ? 
Bishop was at the theatre when Mary called, and he has 
put your other piece into C. Kemble’s hands (the piece you 
talk of offering EUiston) and 0. K. sent down word that 
he had not yet had time to read it. So stand your affaixi 
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at present. Glossop has got the Murderer.” Will yon 
addre ss him on the subject, or shall I — that is, Maryl 
She says you must write more showahU letters about 
these matters, for, with all our trouble of crossing out 
this word, and giving a cleaner turn to th’ other, and 
folding down, at this part, and squeezing an obnoxious 
e|dthet into a corner, she can hardly communicate their 
contents without offence. What, man, put less gall in 
your ink, or write me a biting tragedy I 

C. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

I.K'iTKR CCl X . ] Fehruary 1 7, 1828. 

My dear Sir — I ha\o read quite through the i)Ouderou8 
tulio of George Fox, I think Sewell has been judicious 
in omitting certain j^arts, {is for instance where G. F. Aas 
revealed to him tiio natures of all the creatures in their 
names, as Adam had. He luckily turns aside from that 
compendious study of natural history, which might have 
suiwnieded BuiVoii, to his projier spiritual pursuits, only 
just hinting what a philosopher ho might have been. 
The ominous i>a.sHiige is near the beginning of the book. 
It is clear he means a physical knowkulge, without trope 
or figure. Also, prctenci*s to miraculous healing, and 
like, are more frequent than T should have suspected from 
the cpibimo in Sewell, He is nevertheless a great spirit- 
ual man, tuid I fi el very much obliged by your procuring 
me the loan of it. How I like the Quaker phrases ! — 
though I tliink they were hardly completed till Woolman. 
A pretty little miinual of Quaker language (with an 
end^vour to ex{dain them) might be gaUier^ out of his 
book. Could not you do it I I have read through G. F. 
witlumt dnding any cx}>lanatio!i of the term firU vUwM 
in the title-page. It takes in all, both his life and his 



TO BARTON. 


65 


death. Are there more last words of him ? Pray how 
may I return it to Mr. Shewell at Ipswich 1 I fejir to 
send such a treasure by a stage-coach; not that I am 
afraid of the cx)achman or the guard’s reading U; but it 
might be lost. Can you put mo in a way of sending it 
in safety ? The kind-hearted owner trusted it to me for 
six months ; I think I was about as many days in getting 
through it, and I do not tluuk that I skipped a word of 
it. I have quoted G. F. in my “ Quaker’s Meeting,” as 
liaving said he w'as “lifted up in spirit” (which I felt at 
the time to be not a Quaker phrase), “ and the judge and 
jury w^ere as dead men under his feet.” I find no such 
words in his journal, and I did not get them from Sewell, 
and the latter sentence I am sure I did not mean to 
invent : I must have put some other Quaker’s words into 
his mouth. Is it a fatality in me, that everything I 
touch tons into “ a lie I once quoted two lines from 
II translation of Dante, which Hazlitt veiy greatly 
admired, and quoted in a lK)ok as proof of the stui)eKdous 
jiow^er of that poet ; but no such lines are to l)e found in 
the translation, which has been searched for the puriwse. 
I in\ist have dreamed them, for I am quite certain I did 
not forge them knowingly. What a misfortune to have 
a lying memory ! Yes, I have nven Miss Coleridge, and 
wish I had just such a — daughter. God love her 1 To 
think she should have had to toil through five octavos of 
that cursed (I forget 1 write to a Quaker) Abbeypony 
History, and then to abridge them to three, and all for 
,£1131— at her years to be doing stupid Jesuits’ Latin 
into English, when she should l>e reading or writing 
romances 1 Heaven send her uncle do not breed her up 
a Quarterly lleviewerl which reminds me that he has 
spoken very respectfully of you in the last Number, 
which is the next thing to having a Review all to one’s 
self. Your description of Mr. Mitford’s place makes me 
long for a pippin and some caraways, and a cup of sack 
in his orcbarrl, when the sweets of the night come In. 

Farewell, 0. Lamb. 

VOL, II. r 
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To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

Lkttkr OCX.] February 1823. 

My dear Mi«8 Lamb — I have enclosed for you Mr. 
Payne’s piece willed “ Grandpapa,” which I regret to say 
is not IhfAight to l>e of the nature that will suit this 
theatre; but as there api)ears to be much merit in it, 
Mr. Kfiuiblc strongly recommends that you should send 
it to the English Oiicra House, for which it seems to be 
excellently adapted. As you have already been kind 
enough to be our medium of communication with Mr. 
Payne, I have iraiM^sed this trouble upon you ; but if you 
do not like to act for Mr. Pa 3 me in the business, and 
have no means of diftix)sing of the x>iece, I will forward it 
to Paris or elsewhere as you think he may prefer. 

Very truly yours, Henry Robertson. 

T. U, C. G., Fob. 8, 1823. 

Dear P We have just received the above, and 

want your instructions. It strikes me as a very merry 
little pieo^^, that should l>e played by vei'y yourig actors 
It strikes me that Miss Clara Fisher would play the hoy 
exin^tly. She is just such a forwanl chit. No young 
man would do it without its a{)pcuring absurd, but in a 
girFB hands it would have just all the reality that a short 
dretun of an iu:t requirefl^ Then for the sister, if Miss 
BUwenson that was were Miss Stevenson and younger, 
they two vrould carry it off. I do not know who they have 
got in Umt young line, besides Miss 0. F., at Drury, nor 
how you would like Elliston to have it — has he not had 
it! I am thick with Amoldt but I bave always heard 
tliat the very slender profits of the English Opera House 
do not admit of his ^ving above a trifie, or next to none, 
for a jdece of this kind. Write me what I should do^ 
what you would ask, etc. The music (printed) b retumed 
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with the piece, end the French original Tell Mr. 
Grattan I thank him for his book, which as far as I have 
read it is a very companionahle one, I have but just 
received it. It came the same hour with your packet 
from Cov. Gar., t.c. yester- night late, to my summer 
residence, where, tell Kcinney, the cow is quiet. Love to 
all at Versailles. Write quickly. C. L. 

I have no acquaintance with Kemble* at all, having 
only met him once or twice ; but any information, etc., I 
can get from R., who is a good fellow, you may command. 
I am sorry the rogues are so dilatoiy, but I distinctly 
Ixilievo they mean to fulfil their engiigement. I am sorry 
you are not here to see to these things. I am a poor 
man of business, but command me to the short extent of 
my tether. My sister’s kind reraembnmcc ever. 

C. L, 


To WALTER WILSON. 

Letter CCXI. J February 24, 1823, 

Dear W. — I write that you may not think me 
ncglectfiil, not that I have anything to say. In answer 
to your questions, it was at your house I saw an edition 
of “ Rox^a,” the prei«e« to which stated that the author 
l»ad left out that part of it which related to Bf>xana’H 
daughter j^)ersisting in imagining herself to l>e so, in spite 
of the mother’/denial, from certain hints she bad picket] 
up, and throwing herself continually in her mother’s way 
(as Savage is said to have done in his, piying in at 
windows to get a glimpse of her), and that it was by 
advice of Southern, who objected the circumstances as 
being untrue, when the rest of the story was founded on 
fact ; which shows S. to have been a stupiddsb fellow. 
The inddents so resemble Savage’s story, that I taxed 
Godwin with taking Falkner from his life by Dr. Johnsom 
Yon should have the edition (if you lutve not parted with 
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it), for I saw it never but at your place at the Mews’ 
Qaio, nor did I then read it to compare it with my own ; 
only I know the daughter’s curiosity is the best part of 
my “Koxana.” The prologue you speak of was mine, 
and BO named, but not worth much. You ask me for 
two or three pages of verse. I have not written so much 
since you knew me. I am altogether prosaic. May be I 
may touch off a sonnet in time. I do not prefer “ Colonel 
Jack” to eitlicr ‘^Robinson Crusoe” of “Roxana.” I 
only spoke of the l>egiuning of it, his childish history. 
The rest is poor. I do not know anjrwhere any good 
character of 13e Foe besides what you mention. I do not 
know that Swift mentions liim ; Pope does. I forget if 
D’lsracli baa, Dunlop I think has nothing of him. He 
is quite new ground, and scarce known beyond “ Crusoe.” 
I do not know who wrote “ Quarl.” I never thought of 
“ Quarl ” as having an author. It is a poor imitation ; 
the monkey is the Ijcst in it, and his pretty dishes made 
of shells. Do you know the paper in the Enylukman 
by Sir Richard Steele, giving an account of Selkirk % It 
is admirable, and has all the genns of “ Crusoe.” You 
must quote it entire. Captmn G. Carleton wrote his own 
Memoirs ; they are alK>ut Lord Peterborough’s campaign 
in Spain, and a g(XKl book. “ Puzzelli ” puzzles me, and 
I am in a cloud alKmt “ Donald M*Lcod.” I never heard 
of them ; so you w‘e, my dear Wilson, what poor assist- 
atta»8 I can give in the way of inft»nnution. I wish your 
lH)ok out, for I shull like to see anything alx)ut Do Foe or 
fn)m you, * 

Your old friend, 0. LamK 

From my and your old compound. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LicmcR eexn.] Mmrk 5, 1828. 

Dear Sir — ^Ytui must tliink me ill-maanorod not to 
have leidied to your first letter scKUier, but I have an ugly 
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habH of aversion from letter writing, which makes me an 
unworthy correspondent. I have hail no spring, or cordial 
call to the occupation of late. I have been not well 
lately, which must be my lame excuse. Your Poem, 
which I consider very affecting, found me engaged al)Out 
a humorous Paper for the Lmdon^ which I had called 
“A Letter to an Old Gentleman whose education had 
l>een neglected” — and when it was done Taylor and 
HesKcy would not print it, and it discouraged me from 
doing anything else; so I took up Scott, where I had 
scribbled some petulant remarks, and for a make- shift 
fathered them on Ritson. It is obvious I could not make 
your Poem a part of them ; and as I did not know 
whether I should ever be able to do to my mind what 
you suggested, I thought it not fair to keep back the 
verses for the chance. Mr. Mitford’s Sonnet I like veiy 
well ; but as I also have my reasons against interfering 
at all with the Editorial arrangement of the Londo^iy I 
transmitted it (not in my own handwriting) to them, who 
I doubt not wuU be glad to insert it. What eventual 
benefit it can be to you (otherwise than that a kind maifs 
wish is a benefit) I cannot conjecture. Your Society are 
eminently men of business, and wdll probably regard you 
as an idle fellow, possibly disown you ; that is to say, if 
you had put your own name to a Sonnet of that sort ; 
but they cannot excommunicate Mr. Mitford ; therefore I 
thoroughly approve of printing the said verses. When I 
see any Quaker names to the Concert of Ancient Music, 
or as Directors of the British Institution, or bequeathing 
metlals to Oxford for the l)est classical themes, etc., then 
I shall begin to hope they will emancipate you. But 
what as a Society can they do for youl You would not 
accept a commission in the army, nor they be likely to 
procure it. Posts in Church or State have they none in 
their giving ; and then, if they disown you, — ^think — you 
must live “ a man forbid.” 

I wished for you yesterday. I dined in Paniassus, 
with Wordswortli, Coleridge, iiogers, and Tom Moore,— 
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half the poetry of Euglaitd constellated and clustered in 
Gloiicester Place ! It was a delightful evening. Coleridge 
was in his finest vein of talk — ^had all the ; and let 
talk as fevilly as they do of the envy of poets, I am 
sure not one there hut was content to be nothing but a 
listener. The Muses were dumb while Apollo lectured 
on his and their fine art. It is a lie that poets arc 
envious. I have known the best of them, and can speak 
h) it, that they give each other their merits, and are the 
kindest (Titics as well as best authors. I am scribbling 
a muddy epistle with an aching head, for we did not quaff 
HipjxKueno last night ; marry, it was Hippocrass rather. 
Pray accept this as a letUir in the meantime, and do me 
the favour to mention my r(*spcct8 to Mr. Mitford, who 
Is so good to entertain good thoughts of Elia, but don’t 
show this alm<^t imiK*rtiiicnt scrawl. I will write more 
reat>ectfully next time, for believe me, if not in words, in 
feelings yours most so. G. L. 


LisrrER COX 1 1 1. 1 March 11, 1828. 

Pear 8ir — The approbation of my little book by your 
sisU^r is very plcjwiug to me. The Qiuiker incident did 
not hapjxm Uy me, but to Carlisle the surgeon, from whose 
mouth I have twir(> heard it, at an interval of ten or 
twelve y«*ar«, with little or no variation, and have given 
it as exactly as I could remember it The gloss which 
your sisU^r or you have jmt ujxm it do<‘8 not strike me as 
ix>rrect Ciirllde drew no inference from it against the 
honesty of tlie Qunkors, Imt only in favour of their sim* 
(ifissing coolness ; that they should W capable of com- 
mitting a gixxl joke, with an uth^r iimnsibility to its 
being aj»y jest at all I have rciUMUi to l>elieve in the 
truth of it, liceama*, as I have said, 1 ht^ird him re|»eiit it 
without Viwiation at such an iiiterv«al. The stoiy loses 
sadly in print, for CVlble is Urn best stoiy-teller I ever 
heat^ The idea of the discovery of roasting pigs I also 
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borrowed, from my friend Manning, and am willing to 
confess both my plagiarisms. Should fate ever so order 
it that you shall be in town with your sister, mine bids 
me say, that she shall have great pleasure in being intro* 
duced to her. 1 think I must give up the cause of thS 
Bank ; from 9 to 9 is galley slavery, but I hope it is but 
temi)oraiy. Your endeavour at explaining Fox’s insight 
into the natures of animals must fail, as I shall transcribe 
the passage. It api^ears to me that he stopt short in 
time, and was on the brink of falling with his friend 
Naylor, my favourite. The book shall be furthcoming 
whenever your friend can make convenient to call 
for it. 

They have dragged me again into the Mfigazine, but 
I feci the spirit of the thing in my own mind quite gone. 
“Some brains^* (I think Ben Jonson says it) “will 
endure but one skimming.” We are about to have au 
inundation of iwetry from the Lakes : Wordsworth and 
Southey are coming up strong from the North. The She 
Coleridges have taken flight, to my regret With Sarahs 
owQ-m^e acquisitions, her unaffectedness and no>pretcn- 
sions are beautiful You might pass an age with her 
without suspecting that she knew anything but her 
mother’s tongue. I don’t mean any reflections on Mrs. 
Coleridge here. 1 had better have said her vernacidar 
idiom. Poor 0., I wish he had a homo to receive his 
daughter in ; but he is but as a stranger or a visitor in 
this world. 

How did you like Hartley’s sonnets? The first, at 
least, is vastly fine. 1 am osliamed of the shabby letters 
I send, but I am by nature anything but neat Therein 
my mother hove me no Quaker. I never could seal a 
letter without dropping the wiix on one side, besides 
striding my fingers. I never had a seal, too, of my own. 
Writing to a great man lately, who is moreover veiy 
heraldic, I borrowed a seal of a friend, who by the female 
side quarters the Protectarial arms of Cromwell. How 
they must have puuded my corres{>oodcnt { My letters 
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are geBerally charged as double at the Post Office, firmn 
their inveterate clumsiness of Ibid are ; so you must not 
take It disrespectful to yourself if I send you such ungainly 
scraps. I think I lose £100 a year at the India Houses 
owing solely to my want of neatness in making up 
accounts, flow I puzzle ’em out at last is the wonder, 
I have to do with millions 1 ! 

It is time to have done my incoherences. 

Believe me, yours truly, C. Lamb. 


To J. HOWARD PAYNE. 

I.iriTauCCXIV.1 1823. 

Dear Payne — Your little l>ook8 arc most acceptable. 
’Ti« a delicate edition. They are gone to the binder^s. 
When tliey ctmie home 1 Hindi have two — the Camp ” 
and ** Patrick's Day ” — to read for the first time. I may 
say three, fr)r 1 never read the School for Scandal.” 
“*SV’n it I have, and in its happier days.” With the 
books Harwoml left a truncheon or mathematical instru- 
incut, of whicli wo have not yet ascertained the use. It 
is like a teleiMJo|M\ but uiiglazed. Or a ruler, but not 
smcH)th enough. It o|>eu8 like a fan, and discovers a 
frame such as they woave lace upon at Lyons and Cham- 
iHjry, Pt»«8ibly it is from those parts. I do not value 
the present the U\ss for not being (piite able to detec^t its 
]mqK)rt. Wiicn I can find any one coming your way I 
iiave a volume for you, my Elias colleided. Tell Poole, 
his Cockney in the Lui. Mag. ticklwi me exceedingly. 
HarwoiHl in to he with us this evening with Faimy, who 
ironies to iutro<iuoc a literary lady, who wants to see me, 
— and whose |Kirteutou8 name is Plura^ in English, 
“many thiiijpR,” Now, of all G«xl"s cfBatures, I detest 
letters *affiH*tiug, authors-hnnting ladies. But Fanny 
will have it so." 8o Miss Many-Tbittgs and I are to 
have a c«>nfereiioe, of which you shall have the result. 1 
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dare say she does not play at whist. Treasurer Robert- 
son, whose coffers are al^olutely swelling with pantomimic 
receipts, called on me yesterday to say he is going to 
write to you, but if I were also, 1 might as well say that 
your last bill is at the Banker’s, and will be honored on 
the instant receipt of the third Piece, which you have 
stipulated for. If you have any such in readiness, strike 
while the iron is hot, before the Clown cools. Tell Mrs. 
Kenney, that the Miss F. H. (or H. F.) Kelly, who has 
begun so splendidly iii Juliet^ is the identical little Fanny 
Kelly, who used to play on their green before their great 
Lying-Inn Lodgings at Bayswater. Her career has stopt 
short by the injudicious bringing her out in a vile new 
Tragedy, and for a third character in a stupid old one, — 
the of Essex.” This is Macready’s doing, who 

taught her. Her recitation, etc. {not lur voice or person)^ 
is masculine. It is so clever, it seemed a male DehtU, 
Hut cleverness is the bane of Female Tragedy especially. 
Passions uttered logically, It is l)ad enough in men- 
actors. Could you do nothing for little Clara Fisher 1 
Are there no French Pieces with a Child in them 1 By 
Pieces I mean here dramas, to prevent male -construc- 
tions. Did not the Blue Girl remind you of some of 
Congreve’s women? Angelica or Millamantt To me 
she was a vision of Genteel Coiiiody realised. Those kind 
people never come to see one. NHmport — havn’t I 

Mi.sa Many-Things coming? WO! you ask •Horace Smith 
to renuiinder of thii letter hae hem lodJ\ 


LeitkkCCXV 1 1823. 

l>ear Payne — A friend and fellow-clcrk of mine, Mr. 
White (a good fellow) coining to your partn, I would fain 
have accom]}anied him, but am forced insU^ad to send a 
{uirt of me, verses and prose, most of it from 20 to 30 
years old, such as 1 then was, and I am not much altered. 

Paris, which I hardly knew whether I liked when I 
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waft in b an object of no small magnitude with me 
now I want to be going, to the Jardin des Plantes (is 
that right, Louisa?) with you — to Pere la Chaise, La 
Morgue, and ail the sentimentalities. How is Talma, and 
his (my) dear Shakspeare ? 

— My friend White knows Paris thoroughly, and 
does not want a guide. We did, and had one. We both 
join in thanks. I)o you remember a Blue-Silk Girl (Eng- 
lish) at the Luxembourg, that did not much seem to 
attan<i to the I'ictures, who fell in love with you, and 
whom I fell in love with — an inquisitive, prying, curious 
Beauty — where is she 1 

Votrt Trh llumbU Serdtenr, 

Chaklois Agnkau, 

alias C. Lamb. 

Guichy is well, and much as usual. He seems blind 
to all the distinctions of life, except tp those of sex. 
Bemembrauee to Kenney and Poole. 


To B. W. PROCTER. 


LmWR eeXVI. 1 Afml 13, 1823. 

Dciir Lad — You must think me a brute beast, a 
rhiucK'eros, never to have acknowle^lged the receipt of 
your pn^cioiis pnsent But iiuleed 1 am none of those 
«hoi?kiiig tliings, but have arrived at that indisi) 06 ition to 
letter- writing which would make it a hard exertion to 
write three lines to a king to spare a friend’s life : whether 
it is that the Magazine jwiyittg me so much a i)age I am 
loath to throw away compositton. How much a sheet 
d«> you give your corrcsiwndenlft? I have hung up Pope, 
and a gem it is, in my town room ; I hope for your 
apprtjval. Though it accompanies the Ess(tp ots Man, I 
think that was not the poem he is here nunUtating. He 
would have looked up, somehow affectedly, if he were 
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just conceiving “Awake, my St Joha” Neither is he 
in the Rape of ike Lock mood exactly. I think he has 
just made out the last lines of the “ Epistle to Jervis,” 
between gay and tender, 

“ Ajid other beauties envy Worsley’s eyes.** 

Ill be d . . .’d if that isn’t the line. He is brooding 
over it, with a dreamy i)hantom of Lady Mary floating 
l)efore him. He is thinking which is the earliest possible 
day and hour that she will first see it What a minia- 
ture piece of gentility it is ! Why did you give it me I 
I do not like you enough to give you anything so good. 

I have dined with T. Moore and breakfasted with 
liogers, since I saw you ; have much to say about them 
when w^e meet, which I trust will be in a week or two. 
I have heen over- watched and over-poeted since Words- 
worth has been in town. I was obliged for health’s sake 
to wish him gone, but now he is gone 1 feel a great loss. 
I am going to Dalston to recruit, and have serious 
thoughts of altering my condition, that is, of taking to 
sobriety. What do you advise me 1 

Kogers spake very kindly of you, os everybody docs, 
and none with so much reason as your 0. L. 


To Miss HUTCHINSON. 

Lbtitkk CCXVII.] j4yril 25, 1823. 

Dear Miss H. — Mary has such an invincible reluctoucjc 
to any epistolary exertion, that 1 am sparing her a morti- 
fication by taking the pen from her. The plain truth is, 
she writ^ such a fumping, mean, detestable hand, that 
she is ashamed of the formation of her letters. There is 
an essential poverty and abjectness in the frame of theirj. 
They look like begging letters. And then she is sure to 
omit a most substantiM word in the second draught (for 
she never ventures an epistle without a foul copy first), 
whidb is bldiged to be interlined ; which spoils the neatest 
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epistle, you know. Her figures, 1, 2, 3, 4, etc., where 
she has o(5ca6ion to express numerals, as in the date (25th 
April 1823), are not figures, but figurantes; and the 
combined posse go staggering up and down shameless, as 
drunkards in the day-time. It is no better when she 
rules her paper. Her lines “ are not less cning ” than 
her words. A sort of unnatural parallel lines, that- arc 
j^erpetually threatening to meet ; which, you know, is quite 
contrary to Euclid. Her very blots are not Iwld like this 
\ji£t€ a liiTtjt hhi u but poor smears, half left 

in and half scratched out, with another smear left in their 
j»lacc. I like a clear letter ; a bold free hand, and a fearless 
flourish. Then she has always to go through them (a 
second ojxjnition) to dot her t’s and cross her I don^t 
tliink she can make a corkscrew if she tried, which has such 
a fine effect at the end or middle of an epistle, and fills up. 

There is a corkscrew I — one of the best I ever drew. 
By the way, what inex^mparablo whisky that w^as of Monk- 
house’s ! But if I am to write a letter, let me begin, and 
not stand fiotuishing, like a fencer at a fair. 

April 25, 1823. 

Dear Miss H. — It gives me great pleasure (the letter 
now lK‘gins) to h(*ar that you got down so smoothly, and 
that Mrs. Monkhouse’s spirits are so goml and enterpris- 
ing. It shows, whatever her posture may be, that her 
miiul at Iciist is not supine. X bo]x; the excursion will 
ifuable the former to kt^p pace with ito outstripping 
neighbour. Pray pre^sent our kindest wishes to her and 
all (that sentence should properly have come into the 
Postscript, but we mry mercurial spirits, there is no keep- 
ing us in). “ Time ” (as wa» said of one of us) “ toils 
alter us in vain.*' I am afraid our co-visit with Coleridge 
was a dream. I shaU not get away Wore the end (or 
middle) of Jime, aud Uien you will be frog-hopping at 
Boulogne ; and licstdes, I think the Gillmans would scarce 
trust him wiUt us ; I have a malidous knack at cuttixtg 
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of apron-Btrings. The Samis* days yon gpcak of hare 
long since fled to heaven, with Astnea, and the cold piety 
of the age lacks fervour to recall them ; only Peter left 
his key — the iron one of the two that “ shuts ainaiu *' — 
and that is the reason I am locked up. Meanwhile of 
afternoons w^e pick up primroses at Dalston, and Mjwy 
corrects me when I call *em cow-slips. Go<i bless you 
all; and pray remember me euphoniously to Mr. Gruvol- 
legtm. Tliat Lee Priory must be a dainty bower. Is it 
built of flints? — and docs it stand at Kiiigsgate? 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter COXVIIL] Mny 3, 1823. 

Dear Sir — I am vexed to be two letters in your debt, 
but I have been qiute out of the vein lately. A philo- 
sophical treatise is w’anting, of the causes of the back- 
wardness with which poisons after a certain time of life 
set about wTiting a letter. I always feel as if I had 
nothing to say, and the perfonnance generally justifies 
the presentiment. Taylor and Hessey did fiwlishly in 
not atoitting the sonnet. Surely it might have followed 
the B, B. 1 agree with you in thinking Bowring’s pa[)er 
iKittcr than the former. I will inquire about my letter 
to the old gentleman, but I cxpcMit it to go in^ after those 
to the young gentleman are completed. 

I do not exactly see why the goose and little goslings 
should emblematise a Quaker poet that kaa no childreiu 
But, after all, perhaps it is a pelican. The ** Mene, Mcne, 
Tckel, Upharsin” around it I cannot decipher. The 
songster of the night [louiing out her effusions amid a 
silent meeting of madgo* owlets, would be at least 
intelllgibile. A full pause here comes upon me, as if I 
had not a word more left. I will shake my brain, Once ! 
Twice! — nothing comes up, Geoige Fox recommends 
waiting on these occasions. I wait Nothing comes 
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G. Fox — that sets me off again. 1 have ffnlshod the 
Jounial,” and 400 more pages of the “ i>ocfrMia^ 4 r,” 
which I picked up for 7b. 6d If I get on at this rate, 
the society will be in danger of having two Quaker poets 
to fiatronise. I ara at Dalston now ; but if when I go 
liack to Coveiit Garden I find thy friend has not call^ 
for the “Journal,” thee must put me in the way of send- 
ing it ; and if it should happen the lender of it, knowing 
that volume has not the other, I shall be most happy m 
his accepting the Doctrinals/* which I shall read but 
once certainly. It is not a splendid copy, but perfect, 
save a leaf of Index. 

I (jannot but think that the London drags heavily. 
I miiia Janus. And oh how it misses Hazlitt ! Procter 
too is affronted. 

Ileliove me cordially yoiurs, C. Lamb. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 


Letter CCXIX.] May 6, 1823. 

Dear Sir — Your verses were very pleasant, and 1 
shall like to sec more of them — I do not mean addressed 
to fnr. 

I do not kiK>w wdiether you live in town or country, 
but if it suits your winveiiicnce I sliall he glad to see you 
some evening —say Thursday — at 20 Great Russell Street, 
Owent Gawicn. If you can come do not trouble your- 
self to write. We are old-fashioned people who drinJl: tea 
at six, or not iiuich later, and give cold mutton and pickle 
at nine, the gtHw] old hour. I assure you (if it suit you) 
we shall Vh^ glad to see you. 

Yours, etc, 0. Lamb 

My love to Mr. liailton, (ho same to Mr, Rankin, to 
the whole Firm indeed. 

E.LH., Tuesday, 

Boms day of May 1828, 
of&dih 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 


Lktteh CCXX.] K /. //., ^fay 10, *23. 

Dear Sir — I have been very agreeably entertained 
with your present, which I found very curious and 
/unusing. Wliat wiseacres oiu* forefathers appear to 
have been ’ It should make vs thankful, who are grown 
.so rational and polite. I should cjill to thank you for 
the book, but go home to Dalston at present. I shall 
l)eg your acceptance (when I see you) of my little book, 
I have Ray’s Collections of Enf/lisk Words rwt generally 
Usedy 1691 ; and in page 60 (“North Country words”) 
occurs Eynt ye” — “by your leave,” “stand hand- 
somely.” As, “ Rynt you, witch,” quoth Besse Locket to 
her mother; Proverb, Cheshire. — Doubt leas this is the 
“ Aroint ” of Shakspeare. 

In the bame collection 1 find several Shakspearisms. 
“ Rooky ” wood : a Northern w^ord for “ reeky,” “ misty,” 
(’t(% “Shand}',” a north country word for “wild.” 
Sterne was York. 

Yours obliged, C. Lamb. 

1 am at 14, Kingsland Row, Dalston. Will you take 
a walk over on Siuidayl We dine exactly at 4, and 
shall be most glad to st^e you. Ii I don’t hear from you 
(by note to E. I. Ho.) I will expect you. 

Mr. Hone, 45, Ludgate Hill 


To CHARLES LLOYD. 


LurnsB CCXXI.] 1823. 

Tour fines are not to be onderetood reading on one 
leg. They are sinuous, and to be won with wrestling 
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£ 4o assure you in sincerity that nothing you have dont 
has given me greater satisfaction. Your obscurity, where 
you are dark, which is seldom, is that of too much mean- 
mg, not the painful obscurity which no toil of the reader 
can dissipate ; not the dead vacuum and floundering place 
in which imagination finds no footing : it is not the dim- 
ness of positive darkness, but of distance ; and he that 
reads and not discerns must get a better pair of spectacles. 
T admire every piece in the collection. I cannot say the 
first is iHist: when I do so, the last read rises up in 
judgment. To your Mother, to your Sister, to Mar>' 
deati, they arc all weighty with thought and tender with 
sentiment. Your poetry is like no other. Those cursed 
dr} iwls and pagan tnimperics of moflem verse have put 
mo out of conceit of the very luime of })octry. Your 
ver8f‘.s arc jis good and as wholesome as prose, and I have 
matlc a sari blunder if I do not leave you with an impres- 
sion that your present is rarely valued. 

ClIABLES LaM& 


To DEPiNARD BARTON. 

LriTKii CCX XII.] Jvihj 10, 1 S23. 

Dear Sir — I shall lie happy to read the MS. and to 
forwanl it ; but T[aylor] and H[e8scy] must judge for 
themselves of publication. If it j>rove interesting (as I 
<luuht not) I shall not sjaire to say so, you may de|>end 
ujKm it, Sup[K»8c you direct it U) Ac^^fiuntant’s Office, 
India House. I am glad you have met with some 
sweetening circumstances to your unpalatable draught 
I have just n*turued from Hastings, whore are exquisite 
views anti walks, and where I have given up my soul to 
walking, and 1 am now suffering sedentaiy coutarasts. I 
am a long time n^nmeiUng to town sHer one of these 
excursions. Home is liecome strange, and will retnaini so 
yet a while ; home is the most miforgiving of friends, and 
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alw!iys roficnts absence ; I know its old cordial looks will 
return, but tliey are slow in clearing up. That is one of 
thfe features of this our guUey slavery ; that peregrinattin 
ended makes things worse. 1 felt out of water (with all 
the sea about me) at Hastings ; and just as I had learned 
to doniieiliafe there, I must come kick to find a home 
which is no homo. I abused Hastings, but leame<i its 
value. There are sjiota, inland bays, etc., which realise 
the notions of Juan Fernandez. The f>cst thing I lit 
iilK)n by a(;cident was a small country church (by whom 
or when built uuknowm), standing bare and single in the 
midst of a grove, with no house or appearance of habita- 
tion wdthiii a quarter of a mile, only i>a8sagcs diverging 
from it through iM'autiful woo<ls to so many farmhouses. 
There it stands like the first idea (»f a church, Iniforo 
pjirishioners were thought of, nothing but birds for its 
congregation ; or like a lierrait’s oratory (the hermit dead), 
or a mam its etfeot singularly impn^ssive, like a 

<'liureh found in a desert islrj to startle Crusoe with a 
home image. You must make out a vicjir and a eongre- 
gjition from fancy, for surely none come there ; yet it 
wants not its pulpit, and its font, and all the seemly 
rulditameuts of our worship. 

Southey has attacked “ Klia ” on the score of infidelity, 
in the Qimrteriy ai ticlc, “ Progic.ss of Infidelity.” I had 
not, nor have seen the Monthly, He might have spared 
an f.'ld friend such a construction of a few cartdess flights, 
that im^ant no harm to religion. • If all kin unguard wl 

expressions on the subject were to k) <^llect<*d 1 Hut 

I love ami resjsHit Houthey, and will not retort. I hate 
his review, ami his being a reviewer. The hint ho hari 
dropped will kn(»ck the sale of the book on the hear}, 
which was almost at a stop iMjforc. Let it stop, — there 
is com in Egypt, while there is cash at LemlenhaJl. You 
and 1 am something besides being writers, thank Gisl ! 

Youni truly, C. L 


vai* iL 


o 
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To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

LmKR CCXXIII.] E, L House, Augfist 9, 1823. 

My d<»ar A. — I um going to ask you to do me the 
greatt^iit favour wliicli a man can do for anotlicr. I want 
to make my will, and to leave my property in trust for 
my Sister. N.B . — I am not therefore going to die. — 
Would it Ikj unideasant for you to be named for onci 
The other twm I shall licg the same favour of arc Talfourd 
and Pr«>cter. If you feel reluctant, tell me, and it shan’t 
abate one jot of my friendly feeling toward you. 

Yours ever, C. Lamb. 


To HEllNAUD BAUTON. 

Lkti kk ' X X I \'. ] iiqtinnhfr 2, 1 823. 

Dour B. B. — What will you say to my not writing 1 
You cafumt say I do imt write now'. Hesfk*y Inis not 
usixl your kind sonnet, nor have I seen it. Pray send 
im^ a eojiy. Neither have I heard any more of your 
friend’s MS., wldeh I will rcelaim whenever you plejis<\ 
When you Londim ward you w ill fiml me no longer 
in C’uvent (Junleu. I have a cottage in Colcbrook Bow, 
Islington ; a (Mjttage, for it is detached ) a white house, 
with six nsuns ; the New River (rather elderly by 
this time) runs (if a mwlerate walking |jace may so 
toniwHl) clos«i to the fixit of the hous«> j and behind is a 
s|»acioiis gjirden with vines (I assure you), pears, straw- 
Ixuries, {uiisni^ts, leeks, emrots, cabliages, to delight the 
iMsart of old Aleiuous. You enter without into 
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a che<?rful dining-room, all studded over and rough with 
old books : and above is a lightsome drawing-room, throe 
windows, full of choice prints, I feel like a great lord, 
never having had a house before. 

The Londony I fear, falls off. I linger among its 
creaking rafters, like the last rat ; it will topple down if 
they don't get some buttresses. They have pulled down 
three : Hazlitt, Procter, and their best stay, kind, light- 
hearted Wainwi'ight, their Janus. The best is, neither of 
our fortunes is concerned in it. 

I heard of you from Mr. Pulham this morning, and 
that gave a fillip to my laziness, which has been intoler- 
able ; but I am so taken up with pruning and gardening, 
quite a new sort of occupation to inc. I have gathered 
*uy jargonels, hut my Windsor jxars arc bac^kward. The 
former were of exquisite nicincss. I do now sit under 
my own vine, and contemplate the gi*o\vth of vcgeUble 
natiu*e. 1 can now understand in w liat sense they s[xak 
of father Adam. I recognise the jiaternity while I watch 
my tulijjs. I almost fell with him, for the first day I 
turiuHl a drunken gardener (as he let in the scrjKJiit) into 
my Eden, lunl ho laid about him, lopjang off some choice 
boughs, etc., which hung over from a neighlK>ur's garden, 
and in his blind z(uvl laid waste a shade, which had 
shelbjrcd their window from the gaze of ptisscrs-hy. The 
old gentlewoman (fiiry made her not handsome) could 
sc'arcely be reconciled by all my fino words. There was 
no buttering her parsiu|ja. She talked of the law. 
Wlmt a lai)sc to commit on the first day of my happy 
“garden-state 1” 

I hope you traiisuiitted tlic Fox- Jounnil to its owner, 
with suitable tliank.s. Mr. Cary, the Dante-inan, dines 
with me to-day. lie is a nnxlcl of a country parson, lean 
(as a curate ought to be), nnxlest, sensible, no obtruder 
of church dogmas, qiiite a different man from Southey. 
You would like him. Pray accept this for a letter, a^ 
believe me, with sincero regards, 

Youm, 


0. K 
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To THOMAS HOOD. 


Listteii CCXX V. ] [Late in 1828. ] 

And what dost thou at tlie Priory 1 Cuculhus non 
fneit Moimchnm, Pjnglifth me that, and challenge old 
Lignum Jiinua to make a better. 

My old New River hiis presented no extraordinai^' 
novelties lab ly ; hut there Hoi)e sits evci^ day, specu- 
lating uiKin tiaditionary gudgeons, I think she has taken 
the fisheries. I now know the reason why our forefathers 
were dcnoininativl Kiust and West Angle's. Yet is there 
no lack of spawn ; for I wjush my hands in lishets that 
come through the puinji every moniing thick as inotelings, 
—little things that perish untimely, and never tiiste the 
brook. You do not tell mo of those romantic land bays 
that 1 h*. juh thou goest to liover’s Seat: neither of that 
little churehling in the midst of a wotxi (in the oi)j) 08 itc 
<lireetion, nine furlongs from the town), that seems 
dnvpix'd by the Angel that was tired of carrying two 
jiaekage.H ; marry, w ith the other he mjwle shift to pick 
liiH flight to Ix»rctto. Inquire out, and see my little 
Protestant J^on’tto. It stuinlK ajmrt from tnicc of human 
habitation ; yet hath it pulpit, rcivding-dcsk, and trim 
front of massiest marble, as if Rt>hiiisoii C^msoc hfwl 
reanxl it to s(H*the himself with ohl ehiireh-going images. 
1 forget its Christian name, and what she-stunt was its 
gitssip. 

You sliouhl also g<» to NfX 13, Bbuulgatc Street, — a 
liaker, wdio Inis the finest colletrtiou of marine monsters 
in ten sea counties, — »t:a dnigons, I>oly}n, mer-jrxjoplc, 
most fantastic. You have only to inuno the old gentle- 
man in black (not the Devil) that hxlgtjd with him a 
wwk (hifll reincmlwr) last .Fuly, and he will show 
courtesy. He is by far the foremost of the savaus. His 
wife is the funnu'st thwarting little animal ! They are 
decidedly the lions of green Bastings. Well, I have 
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raf»de an end of my say. My epistolary time is gone by 
when I could have scribbled os long (I will not say (is 
agreeable) ns thine was to both of us. I am dwindled to 
notes and letterets. But, in good earnest, I shall be most 
happy to hail thy return to the waters of Old Sir Hugh. 
There is nothing like inland murmurs, fresh ripples, and 
our native minnows. 

“He sang in meads how sweet the brooklets ran, 

To the rough ocean and red restless sands.** 

I design to give np smoking ; but 1 have not yet fixed 
ujiou the equivalent vice. I must have quid pro quo ; 
or quo pro quid^ as Tom Woodgatc would correct me. 
My service to him. (J. L. 


To THOMAS ALLSOr. 

Lrttrii CCXX VI. ] Sq^tembtr 1 0, i 825. 

My dear A. — Your kindnesR in ac(;epting my rc(|ue8t 
no words of mine can rej)ay. It has made you ov^rfiow 
into some romance which I should have chcckM at 
another time. I hopti it may be in tlie scheme of 
Providence that my sister may go first (if ever so little 
a precedence), myself next, and my good 32.Yecntr»r8 sur- 
vive to remember us with kindness many years. GikI 
bk’flg you. 

I will set Procter about the will forthwith. 

0. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letteb CCXXVII.] SeptanJber 17, 182S. 

Dear Sir — I have ag?iin lieen reading your Stmusas 
on Bloomfield,*’ which are the most appropriate that can 
be Imagined, — sweet with Doric delicacy. I like that^— » 
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•* On? own more ebaste Tlicocritus ” — 

jttsl Unting at the fault of the Grecian. I love th«<it 
atanxa ending with, 

“ Words, phrases, fashions, pass away ; 

Bnt truth and nature live through all.'* 

But I shall omit in my own copy the one stanza which 
alludes to Lord B. I suppose. It spoils the sweetness 
and oneness of the feeling. Cannot we think of Bums, 
or Thomson, without sullying the thought with a reflection 
out of place u|)on Ijord Rochester ? These verses might 
have been inscrilxyl upon a tomb ; are in fact an epitaph ; 
satire does not look pretty upon a toml)stone. Besides, 
there is a quotation in it, always luid in verse, seldom 
advisable in prose. I doubt if their having been in a 
paper will not prevent T. and H. from inscrtic»n ; but I 
sli^ have a tiling to send in a day or two, and shall try 
them. Omitting that stanza, a very little alteration is 
wanting in the l>egiuning of the next You sec, I use 
freedom. How happily (I flatter not) you have brought 
in his subjects ; and (I supiiose) his favourite measure, 
though I am not acquaiutetl with any of his writings but 
the Farmer's Boy. He dined with me oni'e, and his 
manners took me exceedingly. 

T rejoice that you forgive my long silence. I continue 
to cstimntv my own-roof comforts highly. How could I 
rt^main all my life a Imlger! My garden thrives (I am 
told), though I have yet reaped nothing but some tiny 
salad and withered carrots. But n garden’s a garden 
anywhere, and twice a garden in London. 

Somehow I (!anuot relish that woni ** Horkey.” Can 
not you supply it by einnimlocution, and direct the reader 
by a note to explain that it means the Horkey. But 
Ilorkey chokes me in the text It raises crowds of 

mean assodations, hawking and sp g, gawky, stalky, 

mawkinl The sountl is ever^hing, ia such dulcet 
modniatioiis ’spcHdally. I like 

Gillum BIcMrutiri »t«nicr tone*,’' 
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without knowing who Gilbert Meldnim is. You ^ave 
slipt in your rhymes as if they grew there, so natural- 
artjftcally, or artificial-naturally. There’s a vile phrase 1 
l>o you go on with your “ Quaker Sonnets 1 ” Have 
’em ready with Southey’s *‘Book of the Cliurch.” I 
meditate a letter to S. in the London^ which perhaps w^l 
moot the fate of the Sonnet. 

Excuse my brevity, for I write painfully at office, 
liable to a hundred callings off ; and I can never sit down 
to an epistle elsewhere. I reatl or walk. If you return 
this letter to the Post Office, I think they will return 
fourpence, seeing it is but half a one. Belie vo me, though, 
Entirely 3^011 rs, C. L. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

LkttkrCCXXVIII.] 1823. 

Dear A. — Your Cheese is the best I ever tasted ; Mary 
will tell you so hereafter. She is at home, but has dis- 
ap[>ointed me. She has gone back rather than improved. 
However, she has sense enough to value the present ; for 
she is greatly fond of Stilton. Yours is the dclicatest, 
rainlx>w-hucd, melting pice^ I ever flavoured. Believe 
me, I took it the more kindly, following so great a 
kindness. 

Depend upon’t, yonrs shall lie one of the first house's 
w^c shall present ourselves at, when w^e have got our Bill 
of Health. 

Being both yours and Mrs. Allsop’s tnily. 

C. L. and M. L. 


To Rkv. H, P. CARY, 

!4BTTim CCXXIX.l liidia OJke^ Odeler 14, 1823. 

Dear Sir— If convenient^ will you give us house room 
on Satanlay iiextl I can sleep anywhere. If another 
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SimdAy suit you better, pray let me kuoir. We weie 
talk&g of li^t Shoulder of Mutton with onion sauce ; 
but I seam to prescribe to the hospitalities of mine host 
With respects to Mrs. C., yours truly, 

0. Lakb. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 


Lrmn CCXXX.] Octolcr 28, 1823, 

My (hw Sir — Your Pig was a picture of a pig, and 
your Picture a pig of a picture. The former was delicious 
but evanescent, like a hearty fit of mirth, or the crackling 
of thorns under a pot ; but the latter is an idea^ and 
abideth. I never iKjforc saw swine upon satin. And 
thc 4 i that pretty strawy canopy about him ! he seems to 
purr (rather than grunt) his satisfaction. Such a gentle- 
manlike porker too ! Morlaiul’s are al)solutely clowns to it. 
Wiio the deuce pjunted it 1 I have ordered a little gilt 
shrine for it, and mean to wear it for a locket — a shirt-pig. 

I admire the pretty toes shrouded in a veil of some- 
thing, not mud but that warm soft consistency which 
the dust takes in Elysium after a spring shower — it 
j>erfectly engloves In in. 

I cannot enough thank you and your country friend 
for the (hdictate double present — the utile et decorum* 

(Three times have lattempted to write this sentence and 
failetl, which shows that 1 am not cut out feu* a pedant.) 

Sir (as I say to Southey) — Will you come and see us hi 
our poor cottage of Colebrook to tea to-morrow evening, as 
early as six 1 1 have some friends coming at that hour. 

The panoply which covered your material pig shall be 
fortlici^ming. The pig pictorial with its trappings 
domesticate with me. 

Your greatly obliged Bua. 

J. B. IMbdtn, Emi., 

IfcMra iUnkinga 
113 Cbfisnuda 
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To ROBEKT SOUTHEY. 

Lftter CCXXXL] E. t //., November 21, 1828. 

Dear Southey — The kindness of your note has melted 
away the mist which was upon me. 1 have been fighting 
against a shadow. That adbursed Q. JR. had vex^ me 
by a gratuitous speaking, of its own knowledge, timt the 

Confessions of a D d was a genuine description of 

the state of the writer. little things, that are not ill** 
meant, may produce much ill. 2^hat might have injured 
me alive and dead. I am in a public office, and my life 
is insured. I was prepared for anger, and I thought I 
saw, in a few obnoxious words, a hard case of repetition 
directed against me. I wished lx)th magazine and review 
at the bottom of the sea. I shall be ashamed to see you, 
and my sistor (though innocent) will be still more so ; for 
the foUy was done without her knowledge, and has made 
her uneasy ever since. My guanlian angel was absent at 
that tame. 

I w'ill muster up courage to see you, however, any day 
next week (Wednesday excepted). We shall hope that 
you will bring Edith with you. That will be a second 
mortification. She will liate to see us ; but come and 
heap embers. We deserve it ; I for what I’ve done, and 
she for being my sister. 

Do come early in the day, by sundight, that you may 
see my MiUon. 

I am at Ck)lebrook Cottage, Colebrook Row, Islington : 
a detached whitish house, close to the New River end of 
Colebrook Terrace, left hand from Sadler’s Wells. 

Will you let me know the day before 1 

Tour penitent, 0. Lamb. 

P.8 . — I do not think your handwriting at all like 
1 do not think many things I did thmk. 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OCX XXI I.] Novcnibcr 22, 1823. 

Dear B. B. — I am ashamed at not acknowledging 
your kind little ix)cm, which I must needs like mudi ; 
but I prok^st I thought I had done it at the moment 
Is it possible a letter htis miscarried 1 Did you get one 
til which I sent you an extract from the poems of liord 
Stirling 1 I should wonder if you did, for I sent you 
*none such. There wjis an incipient lie strangled in the 
birth. Some fieojilc^s conscience is so tender 1 But, in 
plain truth, I thank you very much for the verses. I 
have a very kind letter from the Laureate, with a self- 
invitation to come and shake hands With me. This is 
truly handsome and noble. ’Tis worthy of my old idea of 
Southey. Shall not I, think you, be covered with a rod 
suffusion 1 

You arc too much apprehensive of your complaint : I 
^know many that arc always aUing of it, and live on to a 
good old iigc. I know a merry fellow (you jiartly know 
him) who, when his medical ailviser told him he had 
dmnk aw ay all that jyart^ cx>ngratulatcd himself (now his 
liver was g<mc) that he should be the longest liver of 
the two. 

Th«> iH'st way in these cases is to keep yourself as 
ignorant as you can, as ignorant :is the. world w'as before 
Oalen, of the entire inner construction of the animal man : 
not to Im? consrious of a midriff \ to hold kidneys (save of 
sheep and swine) to l>o an agrec^le fiction ; not to know 
whcreaU>ut the gall grows ; to account the cinnilation of 
the bhKxl an idle, whimsey of Hanrey^s I to acknowledge 
no mechanism not visible. For, once fix the seat of your 
disorder, and your fancies flux into it like h&d humours. 
Th<«t^ medu^l gentries choose each his favourite part; 
one takes the lun;^ another the aforesaid liver, and refer 
td that what4*ver in the animal e<!miomy is amiss. Above 
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fdl, use exercise, take a little more spirituoua llquorB, Icam 
to smoke, continue to keep a good conscience, and avoid 
tami>ering with hard terms of art — viscosity, scirrhosity, 
and those bugbears by which simple patients are scar^ 
into their graves. Believe the general sense of the mer- 
cantile world, which holds that desks are not deadly. It 
is the mind, good B. B., and not the limbs, tliat tair^ts 
by long sitting. Think of the patience of tailors ! Think 
how long the Lord Chancellor sits ! Think of the brood- 
ing hen 1 I protest I cannot answer thy sister’s kind 
inquiry ; but I judge, I shall put forth no second volume. 
More praise than buy ; and T. and H. are not particularly 
disposed .for martyrs. Thou wilt see a funny passage, and 
yet a true history, of George Dyer’s aquatic incursion in 
the next London, Beware his fate, when thou comest to 
see me at my Colebrook Cottage. I have filled my little 
space with my little thoughts. I wish thee ease on thy 
sofa ; but not too much indulgence on it. h'rom my poor 
desk, thy fellow-sufferer, this bright November, 

C. L. 


To Mrs. HAZLITT. 

Letter CCXXXIIL] [Novenii^er 1823.] 

Dear Mrs. H. — Sifting down to write a letter is such 
a painful operation to Mary, that you must accept me as 
her proxy. You have seen oiur house. What I now tell 
you is literally true. Yesterday week Geoige Dyer called 
upon us, at one o’clock {bright noonday), on his way to 
dine with Mrs. Barbauld at Newington. He sat with 
Maxy about half an hour, and took leava The maid saw 
him go out, from her kitchen window, but suddenly losing 
sight of him, ran up in a fright to Mary. G. D., instead 
of keeping the slip that leads to the gate, had doUlierately, 
staff in hand, in broad open day, marched into the New 
River. He had not his spectacles on, and you know his 
sbsetica Who helped him out they can hardly tell, but 
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between ’em they got him oat, drenched thro’ and thro’, 
A inol) collected liy that time, and accompanied him in. 
<*Send for the Doctor,” they said : and a one-eyed fellow, 
dirty and drank, was fetched from the public-hoose at 
the end, where it seems he lurks, for the sake of jacking 
up water practice ; having formerly had a medal from the 
Humane Society for soipie rescue. By his advice the patient 
was pnt between blankets; and when I came home at 4 
to dinner, I found G. D. a-bed, and raving, light-headed, 
with the brandy and water which the doctor h^ adminis- 
tered. He sang, laughed, whimpered, screamed, babbled 
of guardian angels, would get up and go home ; but we 
kept him there by force ; and by next monung he^departerl 
soW, and seems to have received no injury. All my 
friends are open-mouth’d about having paling before the 
river ; but I cannot sec, that because % lunatic chooses to 
walk into a river with his eyes open at midday, I am 
any the more likely to be drowned in it, coining home at 
midnight. 

I had the honour of dining at the Mansion House on 
Thursday last by special card from the Lord Mayor, who 
never saw my hico, nor I his ; and all from being a writer 
in a magazine. The dinner costly, served on massy plate ; 
eham[uigrie, pines, etc. ; 47 present, among whom the 
Chairman and two other directors of tlie India Company. 

There’s for you I and got away pretty sober. Quite 
saved my credit. 

We continue to like our house prodigiously. 

Does Mary Hazlitt go on with her novel ! or has she 
begun another 1 I woidd not disoourago her, though we 
continue to think it (so far) in its present state not sale- 
able. Our kind remeinbraaoes to her and hers, and you 
and yours. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamr 

1 am fdeased that H. liked my letter to the Laureate 

Mis. Hwlitt, 

Alphington, iiesir Exetor* 
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To Mb. AINSWORTH. 

liEiTBU OCX XXIV.] litdia HmsCt IkceinUr . 

Dear Sir — I should have thanked you for yoiu: books 
and compliments sooner, but have l^en waititig for a 
revise to be sent, wMch docs not come, though I returned 
the proof on the receipt of your letter. I have read 
Warner with great pleasure. What an elaborate piece 
of allitenition and antithesis I why it must have l)ecn a 
labour far above the most difficult versification. There 
is a fine simile or picture of Setniramis arming to rc|)el a 
siege. I do not mean to keep the book, for I susjiect 
you are fonniiig a curious collection, and I do not pretend 
to anything of the kind. I have not a black-lettcr book 
among mine, old Chaucer excepted, and am not biblio 
inanist enough to like black-letter. It is iniinful to read ; 
therefore I must insist on returning it at opiwrtunity, not 
from contumacy and reluctance to be obliged, but because 
it must suit you better than me. The loss of a present 
from should never exceed the gain of a present to, I 
hold this maxim infallible in the accepting line. I 
read your magazines with satisfiiction. I thoroughly 
agree with you as to The German Faust,” as far as I 
can do justice to it from an English translation. Tis a 
disiigretiablc canting tale of seduction, which has nothing 
to do with the spirit of Faustus — Guriosity. Was the 
diirk secret to be exjilorcd to end in the seducing of a 
weak girl, which might have been accomplished 1^ earthly 
agency ? When Marlow gives hk Faustus a mistress, he 
files him at Helen, flower of Greece, to bo sure, and not 
at Miss Betsy, or Miss Sally Tiioughtless. 

^ Cut tli« tnuncli that bore tlie gooclly fruit. 

And wither'd in A}>oUo*« laurd tree : 

Fanjituii ie dead." 

What a noble natural tmunUoii finom metaphor to phito 
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i^teakiag ! aa if the figurative had flagged in desmption 
d mch a loss, and was reduced to tell the fact simply. 

I must now thank you for your very kind invitation. 
It is not out of prospect that I may see Manchester some 
dayt and them I will avail myself of your kindness. But 
holidays are scarce things with me, and the laws of 
attendance are getting stronger and stronger at Leaden> 
hall. But I shall bear it in mind. Meantime something 
may (more probably) bring you to town, where I shall be 
happy to sec you. I am always to * be found (alas !) at 
my desk in the fore part of the day. 

I wonder why they do not send the revise. I leave 
late at oflice, and my abode lies out of the way, or I 
should have seen about it. If you arc imj)aticnt, perhaiB 
a line to the printer, directing him to s(md it me, at 
At^countant^s Office, may answer. You will see by the 
scrawl that I only snatch a few minutes from intermitting 
business. 

Your obliged seiviuit, C. Lamb. 

(If I laid time 1 would go over this letter again, and 
dot all my I’s.) 


Lkti eu CCXXXV.] /. //,, DecemUr 20, 1S23. 

My dear Sir -You bilk of months at a time, and 1 
know not what imhiiicmeiits to visit Mancheati^r, Heaven 
knows how gratifying 1 but I have had my little month 
of 1 823 slmnly. It is all over ; mid without incurring 
a dtHogrtH^ahle favour I cannot so much as get a single 
holiday till the s<'asoii n^tiums with the next year. Even 
our halMiour's aljsemH>s from office are set down in a 
book I Next year, if I can sfiaro a day or two of it, I 
will come to Manch^wter ; but I have reasons at home 
igainst longer absences. 

I am so ill just at preseiit (an illness of my own pro- 
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cunng last night ; who is perfect 7) that nothing hut your 
very great kindness could make me write. 1 will be^ in 
mind the letter to W. W., and you shall have it quite in 
time, before the 12th, 

My aching and confused head wai ns me to leave 
With a muddled sense of gratefulness, which I shall 
apprehend more clearly to-morrow, I remain, your friend 
unseen, 0, L. 

Will your occasions or inclination bring you to Londonl 
It will give me great pleasure to show you everything 
that Islington can boast, if you know tlic meaning of that 
veiy Cockney sound. We have the New Itivcr I I am 
ashamed of this scrawl ; but I l>eg you to accept it for 
the present I am full of <pialms. 

“ A fool at fifty is a fool indeed.’* 



CHAPTEE V. 

1824-27. 

Um'EHS TO BERNARD BARTON AND OTHERB. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

I rritii OCX XXV 1 . ) January 9, 1824. * 

Dear B. B, ~ l)o you know what it is to succumb 
under an unsurinountjihle day-mare, — “a whoreson 
lethargy,” Falstatf wills it, — an indisposition to do any- 
thing, or to be anything, — a total deadness and distaste, 
a suspension of vitality, — an iudUfereuce to locality, — ^a 
numb, soporofical, good-for-nothingness, — ^an ossification 
all over, — an oyster- like insonsibllity to the passing 
events, — a iniinl-atupor, — a brawny defiance to the needles 
of a thnwting-iii conscience t Did yon ever have a very 
btul cold, witli a total irresolution to subnpt to water- 
gnid processes. This has been for many weeks my lot 
and my exc\m\ My fingers drag heavily over this paper, 
and to my thinking it is three-and-twenty furlongs from 
liero to the end of this demi-sheet I have not a thing 
to say ; nothing is of more importatice than another; I 
am flatter than a denial or a pancake ; emptier than 
Judge lark's wig when the head is in It; duller than a 
ooiintty stage when the actors are off it ; a dpbert an 0 1 
I adcnowle^ life at ail, cmly by an oocaaional oonviil- 
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sional cough, and a permanent phlegmatic pidn in the 
chest 1 am weaiy of the world ; life is weary of me. 
My day is gone into twilight, and I don't think it worth 
the expense of candles. My wick hath a thief in it, but , 
I can't muster courage to snuff it I inhale suffocation ; 

1 can't distinguish veal from mutton ; nothing interests 
me. 'Tis twelve o’clock, and Thurtell is just now coming 
out upon the New Drop, Jack Ketch alertly tucking up 
his greasy sleeves to do the last office of mortality ; yet 
cannot I elicit a groan or a moral reflection. If you told 
me the world will be at an end to-morrow, 1 should 
just say, “Will itl” I have not volition enough to dot 
my t’s, much less to comb my eyebrows ; my eyes are set 
in my head ; my brains are gone out to see a poor rela- 
tion in Moorfields, and they did not say when they'd come 
back again ; my skull is a Grub Street attic, to let — 
not so much as a joint-stool or a crack'd jordan left in it ; 
iny hand writes, not I, from habit, as chickens run about 
a little when their heads are off. 0 for a vigorous fit of 
gout, cholic, toothache, — an earwig in my auditory, a fly 
in my visual organs I Pain is life — the sharper, the more 
evidence of life ; but this apathy, this death I Did you 
ever have an obstinate cold, — ^a six or seven weeks’ unin- 
termitting chill and suspension of hope, fear, conscience, 
and everything 1 Yet do I try all I can to cure it ; I try 
wine, and spirits, and smoking, and snuff in unsparing 
quantities ; but they all only seem to make me worse, 
instead of better. 1 sleep in a damp room, but it does 
me no good ; 1 come home late o’ nights, but do not find 
any visible amendment ! Who shall deliver me from the 
body of this death! 

It is just fifteen minutes after twelve. Thurtell is by 
this time a good way on his journey, baiting at Scorpion 
perhaps ; Ketch is bargaining for his cast coat and waist- 
coat. The Jew demurs at first at three half-crowns ; 
but, on consideration that he may get somewhat by show- 
ing 'em in the town, finally doses. 0. L. 
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Lwpiwr CCXXXVII.] Jamutry 28, 182A 

My dear Sir — That peevish letter of mine, which was 
meant to convey an apology for my incapacity to write, 
seems to have l^n taken hy you in too serious a light ; 
it was only my way of telling you I had a severe cold. 
The ffict is, I have been insuperably dull and lethargic 
for many weeks, and cannot rise to the vigour of a letter, 
much less an essay. The L<mdon must do without me 
for a time, for I have lost all interest about it; and 
whether I shall recover it again I know not. I will 
bridle my pen another time, and not teaze and puzzle you 
with my aridities. I shfidl begin to feel a little more 
alive with the Spring. Winter is to me (mild or harsh) 
always a great trial of the spirits. I am ashamed not to 
have noticed your tribute to Woolman, whom we love so 
much. It is done in your good manner. Your friend 
Taylor called ujK)n me some time since, and seems a very 
amiable man. His last story is {HunfuUy fine. His 
book I like ; it is only too stuffed with Scripture, too 
fiarsonish. The best thing in it is the boy’s own story. 
When I say it is too full of Scripture, I mean it is too 
full of dii*ect quotations. No book can liave too much 
of siltiiit Scriptun? in it ; but the natural power of a story 
is diminishe<l when the uppermost purpose in the writer 
seems to be to n^ommend something dae, viz. Heligion. 
You know what Horace says of the Dew iniersU. 1 am 
not able to explain myself, — ^you must do it for me. My 
sister s imt in the “ I^eicester School ” (about two-thirds) 
was purely her own ; as it was (to the same quantity) in 
the “ Shakspcarc Tales ” whidi liear my name. I wrote 
only the ** Wiub Aunt the ** First Going to Church 
and the final story, about ** A little Indian Girl in a 
ship. Your account of my bUck-balUng amused me. I 
tAM, a$ Quakers, then did rigkL There are some 
things hard to understood. The more 1 thinks the 
more 1 am vexed at having puzzled von with that 
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letter ; but 1 have been so out of letter-writing of late 
3 rears, that it is a sore effort to sit down to it ; and I felt 
in your debt, and sat down waywardly to pay you in bad 
money. Never mind my dulness; I am used to long 
intervals of it. The heavens seem brass to me; then 
again comes the refreshing shower — 

“ I have been merrj^ once or twice ere now/’ 

You said something about Mr. Mitford in a late 
letter, which I believe I did not advert to. I shall be 
happy to show him my Milton (it is all the show things 
I have) at any time he will take the trouble of a jaunt 
to Islington. I do also hope to see Mr. Taylor there 
some day. Pray say so to both. Coleridge^s book is 
in good part printed, but sticks a little for more copy. 
It bears an unsaleable title, “Extracts from Bishop 
Leighton”; but I am confident there will be plenty of 
good notes in it, more of Bishop Coleridge than Leighton, 
I hope ; for what is Leighton 1 Do you trouble yourself 
about libel cases 1 The decision against Hunt for the 
“Vision of Judgment” made me sick. What is to 
become of the go^ old talk about our good old King 1 — 
his personal virtues saving us from a revolution, etc. etc. ! 
Why, none that think can utter it now. It must stink. 
And the “vision” is really, as to him-ward, such a 
tolerant, good-humoured thing. What a wretched thing 
a Lord Chief Justice is, always was, and will be ! 

Keep your good spirits up, dear B. B. ; mine will 
return ; they are at present in abeyance ; but I am rather 
lethargic than miserable. I don’t know but a good 
horsewhip would be more beneficial to me than physic. 
My head, without aching, will teach yours to ache. It 
is well I am getting to the conclusion. I will send a 
better letter when 1 am a better man. Let me thank 
you for your kind concern for me (which I trust will have 
reason soon to be dissipated), and assure you that it gives 
me pleasure to hear from you. 

Yotim truly, 


a L 
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To CHARLES OLLIER. 

Lktteb CCXXXVIII.] [January 27, 1824.] 

Dear Ollier — Many thanks from both of us for Ineailia, 
I wished myself younger, that I might have more enjoyed 
the terror of that desolate city, and the damned palace. 
I tluuk it as fine as anything in its way, and wish you 
joy of success, etc. 

With better weather, I shall hope to see you at 
Islington. 

Meantime, Itelicve me, yours truly, 0. Lamb. 
Scribbled midst official flurry. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lkttkr CCXXXIX.] February 25, 1824. 

My dear Sir — Your title of “ Poetic Vigils ” arrides 
me much more tlian a volume of verse, which is no 
meaning. Tlie motto says nothing, but I cannot suggest 
a better. I do not like mottoes but where they are singu* 
larly felicitous; there is foppery in them. They are 
tinplwn, uU'Qfiakerish. They are good only where they 
flow firom the title, and are a kind of justification of it. 
There is nothing al)out watchings or lucubrations in the 
one you suggest; no commentary on vigils. By the 
way, a wag would recommend you to the line of Pope, 

** BIe«p}ei« htmMtf— to give hU readiifB sleq).** 

1 by no means wish it ; but it may explain what I mean, 
— ^t a neat motto is child of tlie title. I think 
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* Poetic Vigils ” as short and sweet as can he desired ; 
only have an eye on the proof, that the printer do not 
sul^titnte Vir^, which would ill accord with yorir 
modesty or meaning. Your suggested motto is antique 
enough in spelling, and modem enough in phrases, 
good modem antique ; but the matter of it is gennane to 
the purpose, only supposing the title proposed a vindica- 
tion of yourself from the presumption of authorship. The 
first title was liable to this objection — that if you were 
dis|)08ed to enlarge it, and the bookseller insist^ on its 
apf)earance In two tomes, how oddly it would sound, “ A 
Vobune of Verse in Two Volumes, Second Edition,’* etc. 
You see thmugh my wicktid intention of curtailing this 
epistolet ])y the above device of largo margin. But in 
truth the idea of letterising has been oppressive to me of 
late alx)ve your candour to give me creclit for. There is 
Southey, whom I ought to have thanked a fortnight ago 
for a pre.M.'nt of the ** Church Book I have never bad 
courage to buckle myself in earnest even to acknowledge 
it by six words ; and yet I am accounted by some [Hjople 
a good ma^i ! How cbeaj) that character is acquired ! 
Pay your debts, don’t borrow money, nor twist your 
kitten’s nock off, nor disturb a congregation, etc., your 
Inisiness is done. 1 know things ^thoughts or things, 
thoughts are things) of myself, whicn would make every 
friend 1 have fly me as a plague patient. 1 once * * \ 
and set a dog upon a crab’s leg that was shoved out 
imder a mass of searweeds, — a pretty little feeler. Oh 
ptih ! how sick I am of that I and a lie, a mean one, I 
tmec told I — I stink in the midst of respect. I am much 
hy]>t The fact is, my bead is heavy, but there is hojjpe ; 
or if not, I am better than a poor sheil-flsh ; not morally, 
when I set the whelp upon it, but have more blew! and 
spirits. Things may turn up, and I may creep again 
into a decent opinion of myself. Vanity will letum with 
sunshine. Till then, pardon my nc^ecta, and impute it 
to the wintry sobtioe. 0 . Lamb. 
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LxtteB CCXU] March 24, 1824. 

Dear B. B. — I hasten to say that if my opinion can 
rtrengthen you in your choice, it is decisive for your 
ac<^ptance of what has been so handsomely offered. 1 
can see nothing iigurious to your most honourable sense. 
Think that you arc called to a poetical Ministry — nothing 
woine: the Minister is worthy of the hire. The only 
objection 1 feci is founded on a fear that the acceptance 
may l>c a temptation to you to let fall the bone (hard as 
it is) wliich is in your mouth, and must afford tolerable 
pickings, for the shadow of iiidei>cndence. You cannot 
propose to Ixicome indei)endent on what the low state of 
interest could afford you from such a principal as you 
mention ; and the most gniceful excuse for the acceptance 
would Iw, that it left you free to your voluntary functions. 
That is the km light part of the scruple. It has no 
darker shada I put in darker because of the ambiguity 
of the wonl light,’* which Donne, in his aiimirable poem 
on the MeUunjisychosis, has so ingeniously illustrate in 
his invocation — 

Mttku niy dark Itcavy liylU aud lights* 

where the two senses of light are opposed to different 
opposites. A trifling criticism. I can see no reason for 
any 8cru[>le then but what arises from your own interest ; 
which is in your own power of course to solve. If you 
still have doubts, read over Sanderson’s Cam of Con- 
menety and Jeremy Taylor’s Ductor XhthUarUium ; the 
first a moderate octavo, the latter a folio of 900 close 
pages ; and when you have thoroughly digested the 
admirable n^asons pro and eon which they give for every 

possible case, you will he just as wise as when you 

began. Eveiy man is his own best casuist ; and after 
an, as Ephraim Smooth, in pleasant comedy of Wild 
Oai$^ has it, ** there is no harm in a Guinea.” A fortiori 
tlMHce is less in 2000. 
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I therefore most sincerely congratulate with yot% 
excepting so far as excepted above. If you have fair 
pn>8pect8 of adding to the principal, cut the Btxnk ; but 
in either case do not refuse an honest service. Your 
hetu't tells you it is not offered to bribe you from an> 
duty, but to a duty which you feel to be your vocation. 
Farewell heartily. C. L. 


Lktxeb CCXLl. ] April 1824. 

Dear B. B. I am sure I cannot fill a letter, though 
I shouhl disfurnish my skull to fill it ; but you expect 
something, and shall have a iiotelct. Is Sunday, not 
divinely speaking, but humanly and holida}^ically, a 
blessing 1 Without its institution, would our rugged task- 
masters have given us a leisure day, so often, think you, 
as once in a month 1 or, if it had not been instituted, 
might they not have given us evert' aay 1 Solve 
me this problem. If we are to go three times a-day to 
church, why Inis Sunday slipjicd into the notion of a 
Ao//eday1 A lIoLvday I grant it. The Puritans, I 
have in Southey^s book, knew the distinction. Tliey 
made people observe Sunday rigorously, would not let a 
nursery-maid walk out in the fields with children for 
recreation on that tiay. But lAen — they gave the jieople 
a holiday from all sorts of work every second Tuesday. 
This was giving to the two Cmsars that which was Ais 
respective. Wise, beautiful, thoughtful, generous legis- 
latom I Would Wilberforce give us our Tuesdays 1 No : 
(d — n him I) — ho would turn the six days into sevenths, 

“ And tliose three viniliug ii«a»oiis of tlio year 
lnU> a Russian Winter,” — On© Pi.at. 

I am sitting opposite a person who is making strange 
distortions with the gout, which is not unpleasant — to me 
at least What is the reason we do not sympathise with 
pain, shbrt of some terrible surreal operation ! Hai;Utt» 
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wbo boldly Bays fill he feels, avows that not only he does 
not pity sick people, but he hates them. 1 obscurely 
recc^nise his meaning. Pain is probably too selfish a 
oonsidcration, too simply a consideration of self-attention. 
We pity pc»verty, loss of friends, etc. — more cmnplex 
things, in which the sufferer’s feelings are associated with 
others. This is a rough thought suggested by the pre- 
sence of gout ; 1 want head to extricate it and plane it. 
What is ^1 this to your letter ? I felt it to be a good 
one, but my turn, when I write at all, ir perversely to 
travel out of the record, so that my letters are anything 
but answers. So you still want a motto! You must 
not take my ironical one, because your book, I take it, is 
too serious for it. Bickerstaff might have used it for hif 
lucubrations. What do you think of (for a title) Religio 
Treniuli 1 or Trenuhundi / There is Religio-Medid and 
ImIcL But perhaps the volume is not quite Quakerish 
enough, or exclusively so, for it. Your own Vigils ” is 
pcrha|)8 the best. While I have s]:)ace, let me congratu- 
late with you the return of Spring: what a summery 
Spring too 1 all those rpiahns al^ut the dog and cray-fish 
melt ixjfore it. I am going to be happy and vain again. 

A hasty famwell, 0. Lamb. 


Lmm CCXLIL] May 15, 1824. 

Dear H. B. — I am oppressed with business all day, 
and Company all night But I will snatch a quarter of 
an hour. Your recent aequisitioiis of ihe Picture and 
the lA'tter are gn^atly to be eongratolatecL I too have 
a picture of my father and the copy of his first love 
verses ; but they have ham mine long. Blake is a real 
name, I misiire you, and a mt>st extraordinary man, if 
ha be still living. He is the Roltert Blake, whose 
wild designs accompany a splendid folio edition of the 
** Night Thoughts,’* which you may have seen, in one d 
whk^ he pictures the parting of siml and body by a solid 
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mass of humaii fonn floating ofi^ Qod knows how, from a 
lumpish mass (fac Simile to itself) left behind on the 
dying bed. He paints in water colours marvelloiiB strange 
pictures, visions of his brain, which he asserts that he 
has seen. They have great merit He has 9em the old 
Welsh bards on Snowdon — he has seen the Beautifullest, 
the strongest, and the Ugliest Man, left alone from the 
Massacre of the Britons by the Romans, and has painted 
them from n^ory (I have seen his paintings), and 
asserts them ro be as good as the figures of Raphael and 
Angelo, but not better, as they had precisely the same 
retro- visions and prophetic visions with themself [himself]. 
The {minters in oil (which ho will have it that neither of 
them practised) he affirms to have been the min of art, 
and affirms that all the while he was engaged in his 
Water paintings, Titian was disturbing him, Titian the 
111 Genius of Oil Painting. His Pictures — one in i>ar- 
ticnlar, the Canterbuiy Pilgrims (far above Stothard^s) — 
have great merit, but hard, dry, yet with grace. Ho has 
written a Catalogue of them with a most spirited criti- 
cism on Chaucer, but mystical and full of Vision. His 
poems have been sold hitherto only in Manuscript. I 
never read them ; but a friend at ray desire procured the 
“ Swe(?p Song.” There is one to a tiger, which I have 
heard recited, beginning — 

” Tiger, Tiger, bainiDg briglit, 

Thro* the departs of the night,*' 

which is glorious, but, alas ! I have not the book ; for 
the man is flown, whither 1 know not — to Hades or a 
Mad House. But I must look on him as one of the 
m^>Rt e]ctnu>nlinary persons of the age, Montgornciys 
l>ot>k I luive not much hope from. The Society, with 
the aflc^cted name, has been labouring at it for these 
20 years, and made few converts. I think it was 
iigudicious to mix stories avowedly colour’d by fiction 
with the sad true statements flora the parliamentaiy 
records, etc., but I wish the little Negroes all the good 
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Ibsft can come from it. 1 batter’d my brains (not butter’d 
them— but it is a bad a) for a few verses for them, but 
I eotild make nothing of it. You have been luckier. 
But Blake’s are the flower of the set, you will, I am sure, 
agree, tho’ some of Montgomery’s at the end are pretty ; 
tmt the Dream awkwardly paraphras’d from B. 

With the exception of an Epilogue for a Private 
Theatrical, I have written nothing now for near 6 
montlis. It is in vain to spur me on. I must wait. I 
cannot write without a genial impulse, and I have none. 
’Tis l)arreu all and dearth No matter ; life is something 
without scribbling. I have got rid of my bad spirits, 
and hold up pretty well this rain-damn’d May. 

So wc have lost another Poet. I never much relishc<l 
his Lordship’s mind, and shall be sorry if the Greeks 
have cause to miss him. He was to me offensive, and I 
never can make out his great pottery which his admirers 
talk of. Why, a line of Wordsworth’s is a lever to lift 
the immortal spirit I Byron can only move the Spleen. 
He was at best a Satyrist, — in any other way, he was 
mean enough. I daresay I do him injustice ; but i 
cannot love him, nor squeeze a tear to his memory. He 
did not like the world, and he has left it, as Alderman 
Oiutis iwlvisetl the Itadiavls, “If they don’t like their 
Country, damn ’em, lot ’em leave it,” they ix>s8e88ing no 
rood of ground in England, and ho 10,000 acres. Byron 
was iKjtter than many Curtises. 

Farewell, and accept this apology for a letter from 
one who owea you so much in that kind. 

Yours ever tnily, 0. L. 

lb Itartou, Wocxlbritlg©, Snflfolk. 


VmTKSL CX3XUII. 1 My 7. 1$S4. 

Dear B. B. — I have hem suffering under a severe 
inflammation of the eyes, notwithstanding which I resu* 
luiaty went Uirough your vary pretty volume at once, 
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which I dare pronounce in no ways inferior to formei 
lucubrations. Abroad^ and are vile rhymes 

notwithstanding, and if you count you will wonder how 
many times you have repeated the word unearthly; 
thrice in one poem. It is become a slang word with the 
Ixirds ; avoid it in future lustily. “ Time ” is fine ; but 
there are better a good deal, I think. The volume does 
not lie by me ; and after a long day^s smarting fatigue, 
which has almost put out my eyes (not. blind however to 
your merits), I dare not trust myself with long writing. 
The verses to Bloomfield are the sweetest in the coUectiou. 
Religion is sometimes lugged in, as if it did not come 
naturally. I will go over carefully when I get my seeing, 
and exemplify. You have also too much of singing 
metre, such as requires no deep ear to make; lilting 
measure, in which you have done Woolinan ii\justice. 
Strike at less superficial melodics. The piece on Nayler 
is more lo my fancy. 

My eye runs w'aters. But I will give you a fuller 
account some day. The book is a very pretty one in 
more than one sense. The decorative harp, {>crlmps, too 
ostentatious ; a simple pi|>o preferable. 

Farewell, and many thanks. C. Lamb. 


To JOHN B. DIBPIN. 

Lkttkb CCXLIV.] July 28, 1824, 

My dear Sir — I must appear negligent in not having 
thanked you for the very pleasant b^iks you sent me. 
Arthur f and the Novel, we have both of us read with 
unmixed satisfaction. They are full of quaint conceits, 
and nmning over with good 'humour and good>nature. I 
natumlly t^e little interest in story, but in these the 
naamisx and not the end is the interest; it is siidi 
pleasant travelling one scaroe cam whither it leads m 



xos 


tETTBllS OF CHAULES LAMB. 


Pray express our pleasure to your father with my best 
thauks. 

I am involved in a routine of visiting among the 
family of Eotou Field, just returned from Botany Bay. 
I shal] hardly have an o[)en evening before Tuesday next. 
Will you come to us then 1 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To THK Rev. H. F. CARY. 

East India Uomfy 

LfiTTKR OCX LV. ] Au<rast 1 9, 1 824. 

I>e^ir Sir — I shall have much pleasure in dining with 
you on Wedncswlay next, with much shame that 1 have 
not noticed yt»iir kind p^t^scnt of the Birds, which I 
found very chirping ainl whimsical. I Ixdicve at the time 
I was daily thinking of jmying you a visit, and put it off 
~ till 1 should come, ^mehow it slipt, and I must 
crave your pardon. 

Yours truly, C. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lrttrr CCXLVl.l Auyua 1824. 

Dear B. B, — I congratulate you on getting a house 
over your head. I find the comfort of it I am sum At 
my touTi Kxlgings the mistress was always quarrelling 
with our maid, and at my place of ni8ti<»tion the whole 
family were always Iteaiiiig one another, brothers beating 
sisters (one, a most lieautiful girl, lamed for Bfe), hither 
Iniating sous and daughters, and son a^n heating his 
father, ktim^king him fairly down, a scene 1 never l^ore 
witnessed, hut was called out bed by the unnatond 
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blows, the parricidal colour of which, though my morals 
could not but condemn, yet my reason did heartily 
approve, and in the issue the house was quieter for a day 
or so than I had ever known. 1 am now ail harmony 
and quiet, even to the sometimes wishing back agmn 
some of the old nifflings. There is something stirring in 
those civil broils. 

The album shall be attended to. If I can light 
a few appropriate rhymos (but rhymes come with difficulty 
from me now) I shcdl beg a place in the neat margin CMf 
your young housekeeper. 

The “ Prometheus,’* unbound, is a capital story. The 
literal rogue ! What if you ha<i ordered “ Elfrida ** in 
sheets / she’d have been sent up I warrant you. Or bid 
him clasp his Bible (t.e. to his bosom), he’d have clapt 
on a brass clasp, no doubt 

I can no more understand Shelley than you can. His 
poetry m “thin sown with profit or delight.” Yet I 
must poii^t to your notice a sonnet conceived and expressed 
with a witty delicacy. It is that addressed to one who 
bated him, but who could not persuade him to hate him 
again. His coyness to the others passion — (for hate 
demands a return as much as love, and starves without 
it) — ^is most arch and pleasant Pray, like it very much. 
For his theories and nostruiiu^ they are oracular enough ; 
but I either comprehend ’em not, or there is “ miching 
malice” and miscliift in 'em, but, for the most part, 
nnging with their own emptiness. Hazlitt said well of 
’em — “ Many are the wiser and better for reading Shak- 
speare, but nobody was ever wiser or better for reading 
Shelley.” I wonder you will sow your oorrespondenee 
on so barren a ground as I am, that make such poor 
returns. But my head achps at the bare thought of 
iett6^writing. 1 wish all the ink in the ocean dri^ u|h 
and would listen to the quills shivering up in the candle 
flame, like parching martyrs. The same indisposition to 
write has stopped my “ Elias ” ; but you will see a futile 
effort in the next Number, ** wrung flom me with alow 
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peiii.*’ The fact is, my head is seldom cool enough. I 
am dreadfully indolent. To have to do anything — to 
order me a new coat, for instance, though my old buttons 
are shelled like beans— is an effort. My pen stammers 
like my tongue. What cool craniums those old inditeis 
of folios must have had !— what a mortified pulse I Well ; 
once more T throw myself on yoiur mercy. Wishing peace 
in thy new dwelling, €L Lamb. 


Lbttrr CCXLVII.J SepUmber 30, 1824. 

Little book, sumamed of wkite^ 

Glean as yet, and fair to sight, 

Keep tliy attribution right. 

Never disprojiortion’d scrawl. 

Ugly blot (that’s worse than all) 

On thy maiden clearness fall ! 

In each letter here design’d, 

Ijt't the reader emblem’d find 
Neatness of the owner’s mind. 

Gilded margins count a sin ; 
liOt thy leaves attraction win 
By the gulden rules within ; 

Sayings fetch’d from sages old ; 
lisws which Holy Writ nnfold, 

Worthy to lie graved in gold : 

LigtiU'r fancies not excluding ; 

Blameless wit, with nothing rude in, 
Sometimee mildly Interlnding 
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Amid Btrains of graver measure : 

Virtue’s self hath oft her pleasure 
In sweet Muses’ groves of leisure. 

Riddles dark, perplexing sense ; 

Darker meanings of offence ; 

What but $hadts — be banish’d hence I 

Whitest thoughts, in whitest dress, 

Candid meanings, best express 
Mind of quiet Quakeress. 

Dear B. B. — “ I am ill at tliese numbers but if the 
above bo not too mean to have a place in thy daughter’s 
sanctum, take them with pleasure. I assume that 
her name is Hannali, because it is a pretty scriptural 
cognomen. 

I began on another sheet of paper, and just as I had 
pcmne^i the second line of stanza two, an ugly blot fell, 
to illustrate my counsel. I am sadly given to blot, and 
modem blotting-paper gives no redress ; it only smears, 
and makes it worse. The only remedy is scratching out, 
which gives it a clerkish look. The most innocent blots 
are made with red ink, and are rather ornamental. Marry, 
they are not always to 1)6 distinguished from the effusions 
of a cut finger. Well, I ho[)e and trust thy tick-doleru, 
or however you spell it, is vanished, for I have frightful 
impressions of timt tick, and do altogether hate it, as an 
unpaid score, or tho tick of a death-watch. I take it to 
be a species of Vitus’s dauco. (I omit the sanctity, writing 
to *’one of the men called friends.”) I knew a young 
lady who could dance no other ; she danced it through 
life, and veiy queer and fimtastic were her steps. 

Heaven bless thee from such measores, and keep thee 
from the foul fiend, who delights to lead after false fires 
in the night. Flibbertigibbet, that gives the web and the 
pin, and I forget what else. 

From my den, as Bunyan has it, 30tfa Sea 1824. 

0. L. 
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To Mrs. COLLIER. 

Lrttisii OCX LVIII . ] Nowfmher 2, 1824. 

Dear Mrs. Collier — We receive so much pig from your 
kiudtiosB, that I really have not phrase enough to vary 
successive acknowledgments. 

I think I shall get a printed form to serve on all 
occasions. 

To say it was young, crisp, short, luscious, dainty- 
toed, is but to say what all its predecessors have Insen. 
It was eaten on Sunday and Monday, and doubts only 
exist as to which temperature it eat l)est, hot or cold. 
I incline to the latter. The Petty -feet made a pretty 
surprising prmgustation for supper on Saturday night, 
just as I was loathingly in expectation of brencheose. I 
spell as I speak. 

1 do not know what news to send you. You will 
have heard of Alsager’s death, and your son John’s 
success in the Lottery. I say he is a wise man if he 
leaves olf while he is well. Th# weather is wet to 
weariness; but Mary goes puddling about a-shopping 
after a gown for the winter. She wants it good and 
olieap. Now I hold that no good things are cheap, pig- 
presents always excepted. In this mournful weather 1 
sit moping, where 1 now write, in an office dark as 
Erebus, jammed in between four walls, and writing by 
Candle-Light, most melancholy. Never see the light of 
the sun six hours in the day ; and am surprised to find 
how pretty it shines on Sundays. 1 wish I were a 
Caravan driver, or a Penny postman, to earn my bread 
in air and sunsMue. Such a pedestiian as 1 am, to be 
tied by the legs, like a Fauntleroy, without the fdeasme 
of his Exactions 1 I am interrupt^ hem with an official 
qtmtion which will take me up till it's time to go to 
dinner. So with repealed thanks and both onr k^deat 
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i^membnuioes to Mr. Collier and yourself^ I conclude 
in haste, 

Yours and his sincerely, 0. Lamb. 

On tother enquiiy Alsager is not dead ; but Mrs. A. 
is bro* to bed. 

From my Deii in LeadeuhalL 


To B. W. PROCTER. 

Lsttbr CCXLIX.) Leadmhallf Kovxtmher 11 , '24, 

My dear Procter — I do agnise a shame in not having 
been to pay my congratulations to Mrs. Procter and your 
happy self, but on Sunday (my only morning) I was 
engaged to a country walk ; and in virtue of the hyjK)- 
st'itifjal union between us, whcnMaiy calls, it is understc^ 
that I call too, wc 1)eing univocal. 

But indeed 1 am ill at these ceremonious inductions. 
1 fancy 1 was not born with a call on my head, though 
I have brought one down upon it with a vengeance. I 
love not to pluck that sort of fruit crude, but to stay its 
ripening into visits. In probability Mary will l»o at 
Southampton Row this morning, and something of that 
kind be matured between you, but in any case not many 
hours shall elapse before I shake you by the hand. 

Meantime give my kindest felicitations to Mrs. Procter, 
and assure her I look forward with the greatest delight 
to our acquaintance. By the way, the deuce a bit of 
cake has come to hand, which hath an inauspicious look 
at first, but 1 comfort myself that that Mysterious Service 
bath the property of Sacramental Bread, which mice 
cannot nibble, nor time moulder. 

I am married myself to a severe step-wife, who 
ke(»p6 me, not at bed and board, but at desk and board| 
and is jealous of my morning abemtlona. I cannot i^tp 

VOL. XL I 
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out to congratulate kinder unionB. It is well she leaves 

me idone o’nightB, — the d d Day-hag Btiginm. She 

is 6vm now peeping over me to see 1 am writing no 
love letters. I come, my dear — ^Where is the Indigo 
SadeBookt 

Twenty adieus, my dear friends, till we meet. 

Yours most truly, C. Lamr 


To Miss HUTCHINSON. 

LETT«n CCL.] Deskt November 11, 1S24. 

My dear Miss Hutchinson — Mary bids me thank you 
tor your kind letter. We are a little puzzled about your 
wherealiouts. Miss Wordsworth writes Torkay, and yon 
have qucerly made it Ton|uay. Now Tokay wo have 
heard of, and Torbay, which we take to be the true male 
HjH*lling of the jdace ; but somewhere we fancy it to l)e 
on “ Devon’s huify sliorea,” where we heartily wisli the 
kindly breezes may restore all that is invalid among you. 
Kobinson is retununl, and speaks much of you all. We 
shall U) most glad to hear good news from you from time 
to time. The best is, Procter is at last married. We 
have made sundry attempts to see the bride, but have 
actddenially failed, she being gone out a^gadding. We 
had promised our dear friends the MonkhouseB — promised 
ourselves rather— a visit to them at Ramsgate ; but 1 
thought it best, and Mary seemed to have it at heart too, 
not to go far from home these last holydays. It is con- 
nected with a sense of unsetUement, and secretly I know 
she hqied that such alsitinenoe would be friendly to her 
health. She certainly bat escaped her sad yearly visita- 
tion, whether in consequence it, or of faith in it, and 
we have to be thankful for a good 1824. To get such a 
notion into our beads may go a great way another year. 
Not that we quite oonfin^ oiii^ves; but naming 
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Islm^n to be headquartera, we made timid flights to 
Ware, Watford, etc., to try how the trouts tasted, for a 
night out or so, not long enough to make the sense of 
change oppressive, but sufficient to scour the rust of home. 
Coleridge is not returned from the sea. As a little scandal 
may divert you recluses, we were in the Summer dining 
at a clergyman of Southey's ** Church of England," at 
Hertford, the same who officiated to Thurteirs last 
moments, and indeed an old contemporary Blue of O.’s 
and mine at school. After dinner we talked of C. ; and 
F., who is a mighty good fellow in the main, but hath 
his cassock prejudices, inveighed against tlie moral 
character of C\ I endeavoured to enlighten him on 
the subject, till having driven him out of some of his 
holds, he stopped my mouth at once by appealing to me 
whether it was not very well known that C. “ at that 
very moment was living in a state of open adultery with 
Mrs. ♦♦♦♦♦♦ at Highgate 1 " Nothing I could say, 
serious or bantering, after that, could remove the deep 
inrooted conviction of the whole company assembled that 
such was the case ! Of course you will keep this quite 
dose, for I would not involve my poor blundering friend, 
who I daresay believed it all thoroughly. My inter- 
ference of course was imputed to the g^ness of my 
heart, that could imagine nothing wrong, etc. Such it 
is if ladies will go gadding about with other people's 
husbands at watering-places. How careful we should be 
to avoid the appearance of evil 1 

1 thought this anecdote might amuse you. It is not 
worth resenting seriously ; only I give it as a specimen 
of orthodox candour. 0 Southey, Southey, how long 
would it be before you would find one of ns Unitarians 
propagating such unwarrantable scandal! Providenoe 
keep yofu all from the flml fiend, iKMindal, and send yon 
back well and hiq>py to dear Gloster Place ! 0. L. 

Ilias Hutchinson, 

T. Honkbouse, Em|., 

Strand, Torkay, Torbay, Dsvoil 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

LfSTTRE CCLI.] DecmJbtr 1, 1S24. 

Dear B. B. — If Mr. Mitford will send me a full and 
circumstantial description of his desired vases, 1 will 
transmit the same to . a gentleman resident at Canton, 
whom I think I have interest enough in to take the 
proper care for their execution. But Mr. M. must have 
T)ati 60 ce. China is a great way off, further perhaps than 
he thinks ; and his next year’s roses must be content to 
wither in a Wedgwood pot. He will please to say 
whether he should like his Arms ufion them, etc. I send 
herewith some patterns which suggest themselves to me 
at the first blush of the subject, but he will probably 
consult his own taste after all 



The last pattern is obviously fitted for ranunculuses 
only. The two former may indiflTerently hold dmsies, 
tnurjonun, BwtNst-williams, and that sort My friend in 
Canton is Inspector of Teas ; his name is Ball ; and 1 can 
think of no better tunnel. I shall eiqiect Mr. M.’8 
decision. 

Taylor and llessey finding their magazine goes ofiT very 
heavily at 2s. 6d. are pnidently going to raise their price 
another sliilling ; and having alr^y more authors than 
they want, intend to increase the number of them. If 
they set up against tlie Ntw MotuMp they must change 
their present hands. It is not tying the dead carcase 
of a Review to a half-dead Magazine will do their 
bnsmesa. It is like George Dyer midUplying his volumes 
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to make ’em sell better. When he finds one will not gc 
off, he publishes two ; two stick, he tries three ; three hang 
fire^ he is confident that four will have a better chance. 

And now, my dear sir, trifimg apart, the gloomy 
catastrophe of yestcnUiy morning prompts a sadder 
vein. The fate of the unfortunate Faxmtleroy makes me, 
whether I will or no, to cast reflecting eyes around on 
such of my friends as, by a parity of situation, are exposed 
to a similarity of temptation. My very style seems to 
myself to become more impressive than usual, with the 
change of theme. Who that standeth, kiioweth but he 
may yet fall 1 Your hands as yet, 1 am most willing to 
believe, have never deviated into othcr^s property You 
think it impossible that you could ever commit so heinous 
an offence ; but so thought Fauntleroy once ; so have 
thought many besides him, who at lust have expiated m 
he hath done. You are as yet upright ; but you are a 
banker, at least the next thing to it. I feel the delicacy 
of the subject ; but cash must piiss through your hands, 
sometimes to a great amount If in an unguarded hour 

but I will hoi^e better. Consider the scandal it will 

bring upon those of your persuasion. Thousands would 
go to see a Quaker hanged, that would be indifferent to 
the fate of a Presbyterian or an Anabaptist Think of 
the effect it would have on the sale of your poems alone, 
not to mention higher considerations 1 I tremble, I am 
sure, at myself, when 1 think that so many poor victims 
of the law, at one time of their life, made as sure of never 
being hanged, as I in my presumption am too ready to 
do myself. \^at are we better than they 1 Do wA come 
into the world with different necks f Is there any din- 
tinctive mark under our left ears 1 Are we unstrangulable, 
I ask yout Think of these things. I am shocked 
sometimes at the shape of my own fingers, not for thdr 
resemblance to the ape tribe (which is something), but 
for the exquisite adaptation of them to the purpo^ of 
picking; ^gering, eta No one that is so firmed, I 
nuiintain it, but should tremble. 0. It, ^ 
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To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Lsttek CCLll.] 1824. 

Dear Coleridge — Why will you make your visits, 
which should give pleasure, matter of regret to your 
friends t You never oome but you take away some foUo, 
tliat is part of my existence. With a great deal of diffi- 
culty 1 was made to comprehend the extent of my loss. 
My maid, Becky, brought me a dirty bit of paper, which 
contained her description of some book which Mr. 
Coleridge had taken away. It was “Liisteris Tables,” 
which, for some time, I could not make out. What ! 
has he carried away any of the tables^ Becky “ No, it 
wasn’t any tables, but it was a b^k that he called 
Luster’s Tables.” 1 was obliged to search personally 
among my shelves, and a huge fissure suddenly disclosed 
to me the true nature of the damage I had sustained. 
That book, Coleridge, you should not have taken away, 
for it is not mine ; it is the property of a friend, who 
does not know its value, nor indeed have I been very 
sedulous in expliuiuiig to him the estimate of it ; but was 
rather contented in giving a sort of corroboration to a 
hint that he let fall, as to its being suspected to be not 
genuine, so that in all probability it would have fallen to 
me as a deodand ; not but I am as sure it is Lather’s as 1 
am sure that Jock Bunyan wrote the FUgrivCi Progress ; 
but it was not for me to pronounce upon the validity of 
testimony that had been disputed by leameder clerks 
thim I ; so I quietly let it occupy the place it had 
usurped upon my shelves, and should never have thought 
of issuing an ejectment against It ; for why should I be 
so bigot^ as to allow rites of hoipitaUty to none but my 
own books, children, etc. t — a apecieB of egotism I abhor 
from my heart. No ; let ’em im snug tog^er, Hebrews 
and PrcHielytes of the gate ; no selfish partiality of mine 
shall make distinction between them. I charge no wire- 
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house room for my friends' commodities ; they are wel- 
come to come and stay as long as they like, without 
paying rent I have several su^ stra^rs that 1 treat 
with more than Arabian courtesy. There's a copy of 
More’s fine poem, which is none of mine, but I cheiislk 
it as my own. I ain none of those churlish landlords 
that advertise the goods to bo taken away in ten^'days' 
time, or then to be sold to pay expenses. So you see I 
had no right to lend you that book. 1 may lend you 
my own books, because it is at my own hasard ; but it 
is not honest to hazard a friend’s property ; I always 
make that distinction. I hope you will bring it with 
you, or send it by Hartley ; or he can bring that, and 
you the Polemical Piscfmrses^ and come and eat some 
atoning mutton with us one of these days shortly. We 
are engaged two or three Sundays deep» but always dine 
at home on week-days at half-^Mist four. So come all 
four — r’cn and books I My thinl shelf (northern 

compartment) from the top has two devilish gajw, where 
you have kne^ed out its two eye-teeth. 

Your wronged fnend, Q Lamb. 


To LEIGH HUNT. 


LEiraE CCLIIl.] [End of 1824.] 

Illvstrbzzimo Siokob— -I have obeyed your mandate 
to a tittle. 1 accompany this with a volume ; but what 
have you done with the first 1 sent youl Have you 
swapi^ it with some lamroni for macaroni, or pledged 
it with a gondolierer for a passage 7 Peradventuh the 
Cardinal Gonsalvi took a fancy to it : his Eminence has 
done my Nearness an honour. Tis but a step to the 
Vatican. As you judge, my works do not enrich the 
workman ; but I get aot / can for ’em. They keei» 
dmggitig me on, a poor, worn mill-horse, in the eteniil 
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roand of the damned magazine ; but ’tis they are blind, 
not 1. Colburn (where I recognise with delight the gay 
W. Honeycomb renovated) hath the ascendency. I wa« 
with the Novellos last week. They have a large, cheap 
house and garden, with a dmnty library (magnificent) 
without books; but what will make you bless yourself 
(1 anh too old for wonder), something has touched the 
right organ in Yincentio at last. He attends a Wesleyan 
chapel on Kingsland Green. He at first tried to laugh 
it off ; he only went for the singing ; but the cloven foot 
* -I retract— the lamb’s trotters are at length apparent 
Mary Isabella attributes it to a lightness induced by his 
headaches ; but I think I see in it a less accidental 
influence. Mr. Clark is at ]>erfect staggers ! the whole 
fabric of hU infidelity is shaken. He has no one to join 
him in his honaviusults and indecent obstrejierousnesscs 
{igainst Christianity; for Holmes (the bonny Holmes) 
is gone to Solisbuiy to be organist, and Isabella and the 
Clark make but a feeble quorum. The children have all 
neat little clasped pray-books ; and I have laid out seven 
shillings and eight()cuce in Watts’s Hymns for Christmas 
presents for them. Tlie eldest girl alone holds out. She 
lias been at Boulogne, skirting upon the vast focus of 
Atheism, tuid itnjtorted l)ad principles in |>atoi8 French. 
But the strongholds aro crumbling. N. appears as yet 
to have but a confused notion of the Atonement. It 
makes him giddy, he says, to think much about it ; but 
such giddiness is s})iritutd sobriety. Well, Byron is gone ; 

and is now the Ixist poet in England. Fill up thq 

gap to yoiu- fancy. Barry Cc»mwall has at last caniedf 
the pretty A[une] S[kepper]. They are just in Hie 
treacle-muon. Hope it won’t clog bis wings (gaum, we 
used b) say at school). Mary, my sister, has worn me 
out with eight weeks’ cold and toothackSi her averago 
complement in the Winter ; and it will not go away. 
Hhe is otherwise well, and rc^ novels all day long. She 
has had an exempt year, a good year ; for which, forget* 
ting the biinor caiainity, she and I see most ri^l^ul 
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Alrager is in a flonrisbing house, with wife and children 
about him, in Mecklenburg Square, — almost too fine to 
Tisit Barron Field is come home from Sydney ; but as 
yet I can bear no tidings of a pension. He is plump 
and friendly ; his wife, really a very superior womap. 
He resumes the bar. I ha?e got acquainted with Mir. 
Irving, the Scotch preacher, whose fame must hare 
reached you. He is an humble disciple at the foot of 
Gamaliel S. T. C. Judge how his own sectarists must 
stare, when I tell you he has dedicated a book to S. T. 0., 
acknowledging to have learnt more of the nature of faith, 
Christianity, and Chiistian Church, from him than from 
all the men lie ever conversed with ! He is a most 
amiable, sincere, modest man in a room, this Boanerges 
in the temple. Mrs. Montague told him the dedication 
would do him no good. “ That shall be a reason for 
doing it,” was his answer. Judge, now, whether this 
man be a quack. Dear H., take this imperfect notelet 
for a letter : it looks so much the more like conversing 
on nearer terms. Love to all the Hunts, old friend 
Thornton, and all 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Cohbrook CoUa^e^ Mington^ 

LnrrEii CCLIV.J Jemuary 7, 1825. 

l>ear Allsop — I acknowledge with thanks the receipt 
of a draft on Messrs. Wms. for X81 ; 1 1 : 3 which 1 haste 
to cash in the present alarming state of the money market. 
Hurst and Hobinson gone. 1 have imagined a Chorus of 
ill-used Authors singing on the Occasion : 

What should we when Booksellen! break t 
We ahotthl rejoice. 

Da capo. 

We rogret exceedingly Mra. Allai^’a being unwell 
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Haiy or botb will come and see her soon. The frost is 
croel, and wo have both colds. I take Pills again, which 
battle with your Wine; and Victory hovers doubtful 
By the by, tho’ not disinclined to presents, I remember 
our bargain to take a dozen at sale price, and must demur. 
With once again thanks and best loves to Mrs. A. 
Turn over — Yours, 0. Lamb. 


To JOHN B. DIBDIN. 

Licrntn CCLV.] E. L if., January 11, 1826. 

My Dear Sir — Pray return my best thanks to your 
father for his little volume. It is like all of his I have 
seen — spirited, good-humoured, and redolent of the wit 
and humour of a century ago. He should have lived 
with Gay and his set. Tho Clieisiad is so clever that I 
relished it in spite of my total ignorance of the game. I 
have it not before me, but I remember a capital simile of 
the Oliarwoman letting in her Watchman husband, which 
is better than Butler’s Lobster turned to Red. Hazard is 
a grand character — Jove in his Chair. When you are 
disposed to leave your one room for my six, Colebrookc 
is where it was ; and my sister begs me to add that as 
she is disappointed of meeting your sister your way^ we 
shall bo most happy to see her our way^ when you have 
an evening to spare. Do not stand on ceremonies and 
introductions, but come at once. I need not say that if 
you can induce your father to join the party it will be so 
much the pleasanter. Can you name aa evening neset 
week f I give you long credit. 

Meantime am, as usual, yours truly, 0. L. 

When 1 saw the Cheuiad advertised by C. D. the 
younger, 1 h(»ped it might be yours. What title Is left 
for yout 

Charles Dibdin the younger, junior, 

0 you are Umothy f 
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To Miss HUTCHINSON. 

Lkttbe OOLVL] 

The brevity of ibis is owing to scratching it off at my 
desk amid expected interruptions. By habit, I can write 
letters only at oflSce. 

January 20, 1825. 

Dear Miss H. — Thank you for a noble goose, which 
wanted only the massive incrustation that we used to 
pick-axe open, about this sefison, in Old Gloucester Place. 
When shall we eat another goose pie together? The 
pheasant, too, must not bo forgotten ; twice as big, and 
half as good as a Partridge. You ask about the editor 
of the Loudon; I know of none. This first specimen 
is fiat and pert enough to justify subscribers who grudge 
t’other shiriing. De Quincey’s “ Parody ” was submitted 
to him before printed, and had his Frolatum, The 
Homs ” is in a poor t^te, resembling the most laboured 
l)aperB in the Spectator, 1 had signed it “Jack Hora3r” ; 
but Taylor and Hessey said it would be thought 
ofiensive article unless I put my known signature to it, 
and wrong from me my slow consent But did you read 
the “Memoir of Liston ”?— and did you guess whose it 
was t Of all the lies I ever put ofiT, 1 value this most. 
It is from top to toe, every paragraph. Pure Invention, 
and has passed for gospel ; has been republished in news- 
papers, and in the penny play-bOls of the night, as an 
authentic account. I shall certainly go to the naughty 
man some day for my fibbings. In the next Nomt^r I 
figure as a Theologian I and have attacked my late 
brethren, the Unitarians. What Jack-Pudding tricks I 
shall play next, I know not ; 1 am almost at the end of 
my tether. Coleridge is quite blooming, but his book 
has not budded yet I hope I have spelt Torquay right 
now, and that this will find you all mending, and loolring 
forwani to a London flight with the Spring. Winter, 
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m have bad 119116, but plenty of foul weather. I hare 
latdy picked up an epigram which pleased me — 

” Two noble earls, whom if I qnote, 

Home folks might call me sinner, 
one invented half a coat, 

'file other half a dinner. 

" The plan was good, os some will say ; 

And fitted to console one ; 

Because, in this poor starving day, 

Few can afford a whole one.” 

1 have made the lame one still lamer by imperfect 
memory ; but spite of bald diction, a little done to it 
might improve it into a good one. You have nothing 
else to do at Torquay. Suppose you try it Well, God 
bless you all, as wishes Mary most sincerely, with many 
thanks for letter, etc. £lia. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lrttkb CCLVII. ] February 10, 1825. 

Dejir B. B. — I am vexed that ugly paper should have 
offended. I kept it as clear &om objectionable phrases 
as possible, and it wiis Hessey’s fault, and my weakness, 
that it did not appear anonymous. No more of it, for 
God’s sake. The “Spirit of the Age” is by Hazlitt. 
The characters of Coleridge, etc. be had done better in 
former publications, the praise and the abuse much 
stronger, etc. ; but the new ones are capitally done. 
Home Tookc is a matchless portrait My advice is, to 
borrow it rather than buy it I have it He has laid 
too many colours on my likeness; but I have had so 
much iqjuBtice done me in my own name, that I make a 
rule of accepting as much over-measure to Elia as gentle- 
men tliiiik pro|K‘r to bestow. Lay it on and spare not 
Your genUeman brother sets my mouth a- watering after 
liberty. Oh that I were kicked out of Leadenhall with 
every mark of indignity, and a competence in my fob 1 
The birds of the air wo^ not be so fine as I ^ouhi 
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How I wonld prance and curret it, and pick up cowslips, 
and ramble about purposeless, as an idiot ! The Author^ 
mometer is a good fancy. I have caused great specu^ 
tion in the dramatic (not thp) world by a lying Life of 
Liston,’* all pure invention. The town has swallowed 
it, and it is copied into newspapers, play -bills, eta, as 
authentic. You do not know the Droll, and possibly 
missed reading the article (in our first Number, new 
series). A life more improbable for him to have lived 
would not be easily invented. But your rebuke, coupled 
with “ Dream on J. Buuyan,” checks me. I’d rather do 
more in my favourite way, but feel dry. I must laugh 
sometimes. 1 am poor Hypochondriacus, and not Liston. 
The second Number is all trash. What arc T. and 11. 
about 1 Why did poor Scott die? There was comfort 
in writing with such associates as were his little band of 
scribblers ; some gone away, some affronted away, and I 
am left as the solitary widow looking for water-crosses. 
The only clever hand they have is Darley, who has written 
on the Dramatists under the name of John Lacy. But 
his function seems suspended. 

I have been harassed more than usually at office, 
which has stopt my correspondence lately. I write with 
a confused ocliing head, and you must accept this apology 
for a letter. 

I wiU do something soon, if I can, as a peace-offering 
to the queen of the East Angles — something she shan’t 
scold al^ut For the present farewell. 

Thine, 0. L. 

I am fifty years old this day. Drink my health. 

To THOMAS MANNING. 

LKTTEn CCLVIIL] [Sarly in 1825.] 

My dear M. — You might have come inopportunely a 
week sinoe, when we had an inmate. At present and 
for as kmg as ever you like, our castle is at your service. 
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1 iaw T[ttthill] yesternight, who has done 6»r me 
what may 

« ** To all my nights and dajrs to come, 

Give solely sovran sway and masterdom.” 

Hut I dartj not hope, for fear of disappointment. I can- 
not lx; more explicit at present. But I have it under 
his own hand, that I am non- cap^u^itated (I cannot 
write it iV) for business. 0 joyous imbecility ! Not a 
susurration of this to anybody ! 

Mary’s love. C. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lkttrr OCLIX.] March. 28, 1825. 

D(«ir B. B. — I have had no impulse to write, or 
attend to any single object but myself for weeks ptist — 
my single self, I — by myself — I. I am sick of hop© 
deferred. The grand wheel is in agitation, that is to 
turn up my Fortune ; but round it rolls, and will tuni up 
nothing. I have a glirajise of freedom, of becoming a 
Gcntlemiui at large ; but I am put off from day to day. 
I have offenul my resignation, and it is neither accept^Ml 
nor rgocted. Eight weeks am I kept in this fearful 
suspense. Gut;ss what an absorbing stake I feel it 1 
am not conscious of the existence of friends present or 
absimt The East India Directors abne can be that 
thing to me or not I have just learned that nothing 
will 1)6 decided this week. Why the next 1 Why any 
week t It has fretted me into an itch of the fingers ; I 
rub ’em against pafier, and write to you, rather than not 
fdlay this scorbuta. 

While I can write, let me abjure you to have no 
doubts of Irving. Let Mr. Mitfo^ drop his disrespect 
Irving has prefixed a dedicarion (of a missionary solject^ 
first part) to Coleridge, the most beautiful, cordial, and 
•inoere. Ue there a«^owledges his obligation to S. T. C. 
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for his knowledge of Gospel truths^ the nature of a 
Christian Church, etc., to the talk of Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge (at whose Gamalid feet he sits weekly), rather 
than to that of all the men living. This from, him, the 
great dandled and petted sectarian — to a religious charac^ 
so equivocal in the world’s eye as that of S. T. 0., so 
foreign to the Kirk’s estimate — can this man be a quack ? 
The language is as affecting as the spirit of the dedication. 
Some friend told him, ** This dedication will do you no 
good,” t.€. not in the world’s repute, or with your own 
people. That is a reason for doing it,” quoth Irving. 

I am thorc^ighly pleased with him. He is firm, out> 
speaking, intrepid, and docile as a pupil of Pythagoras. 
You must like him. 

Yours, in tremors of painful hope, C. Lamb. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lkttbi; CCLX.] QoUhrooh Cottage^ April 6, 1825. 

Dear Wofdsworth — I have been several times medi- 
tating a letter to you concerning the g(x>d thing which 
has befallen me, but the thought of poor Monkhouse 
came across me. He was one that I bad exulted in the 
prospect of congratulating me. He and you were to 
have been the fii^t participators, for indeed it has been 
ten weeks since the first motion of it Here am I then, 
after tlurty-three years’ slavery, sitting in my own room 
at eleven o’clock this finest of all April mornings, a froed 
man, with £441 a year for the remainder of my life, live 
I as long as John Dennis, who outlived his annuity and 
starved at ninety ; £441, f.c. £450, with a deduction of 
£9 for a provision secured to my suiter, she being sur- 
vivor, the pension guaranteed by Act Georgii Tertii, etc. 

I came home fob ever on Tuesday in last week, 
rhe incomprehensibleness of my condition overwhelmed 
me. Xt was like passing from life intoietemity. Every 
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year to be as long as three, t.e. to ha^e three times as 
much real time (time that is my own) in it ! I wandered 
about thinking I was happy, but feeling I was not. But 
that tuinultuousness is passing oH^ and I begin to under- 
ftand the nature of the gift. Holydays, even the annual 
month, were always uneasy joys ; their conscious fogitiye- 
ness ; the craving after making the most of them. Now, 
when all is holyday, there are no holydays. I can sit at 
home, in rain or shine, without a restless impulse for 
walkings. I am daily steadying, and shall soon find it as 
natural to me to be my own master, as it has been irksome 
tt) have hatl a master, Mary wakes every#moming with 
an ol)8curo feeling that some good has happened to us. 

Leigh Hunt and Montgomery, after their releasements, 
descril)e the shock of their emancipation much as I feel 
mine. But it hurt their frames. I cat, drink, and sleep 
Its sound as ever. I lay no anxious schemes for going 
hither and thither, but take things as they occur. Yester- 
day I exoursioned twenty miles; to-day I write a few 
letUirs. Pleasuring was for fugitive play-days ; mine are 
fugitive only in the sense that life is fugitive. Freedom 
anti life co-existent 1 

At the foot of such a call upon you for gratulation, I 
am ashainetl to iwlvcrt to that melancholy event Monk- 
house was a character 1 learned to love slowly, but it 
grew upon me, yearly, monthly, daily. What a chasm 
hm it inatie in ottr pleasant parties ! His noble friendly 
fat'c was always coming before me, tiil this hurrying 
event in my life came, and for the time has absorbed all 
interest ; in fact it has shaken mo a little. My old desk 
(xunpanions, with whom I have had such merry hours, 
seem to reproach me for removing my lot from among 
them. They were pleasant cjreatiires ; ^t to the anxieties 
of business, and a weight of possible worse ever impending, 
X was not <H|ual Tuthill and Gillman gave me my certi- 
ftcatee. I laughed at the friendly lie implied in them ; 
but my sister shook her head, and said it was all true. 
Indeed, this last Winter I w«i jaded out ; Winters were 
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always worse than other parts of the year, because the 
spirits are worse, and I had no daylight In Summer I 
had day 'light evenings. The relief was hinted to me 
a superior Power, when I, poor slave, had not a 
hope but tliat I must wait anoUier seven years with 
Jacob : and lo 1 the Eaehel which I coveted is brought 
to me ! 

Have you read the noble dedication of Irving^s Mis- 
sionary Orations ’’ to S. T. 0. ? Who shiUl call this man 
a quack herea^r? What the Kirk will think of it 
neither I nor Irving care. When somebody suggested to 
him that it would not be likely to do him good, videlicet, 
lunong his own ])cople, That is a reason for doing it,” 
was his noble answer. That Irving thinks he has prt>fited 
mainly by S. T. 0., I have no doubt. The very style of 
the Dedication shows it. 

Coinmunictitc my nows to Southey, and beg his 
l)ardon fur my being so long ocknowMging his kind 
present of the Church,” which circumstances, having no 
reference to himself, prevented at the time. Assure him 
of my deep respect and friendliest feelings. 

Divide the same, or rather each take the whole to 
you — I mean you and all yours. To Miss Hutchinson I 
must write separate. 

Farewell 1 and end at last, long selfish letter. 

U. Lamb, 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettkk CCLXI.] Jpra 6, 1825, 

Dear B. B. — My spirits are so tumultuary with the 
novelty of my recent emandpatioii, that I have scarce 
steadiness of band, much more mind, to comatose a letter 
I am free, B, B, — ^free as air ! 

** The little that wiogt the eky 
Kmtnn no siieli liberty." 


VOA, II. 


a 
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I WEB set free on Tuesday in last week at four o’doek. 
I eame borne for ever ! 

I have been describing my feelings as well as 1 can to 
Wordsworth in a long letter, and don’t care to repeat 
Take it briefly, that for a few days I was painfully 
oppressed by so mighty a change, but it is becoming 
<kily more natural to me. I went and sat among ’em ail 
at my old thirty-three years’ desk yester morning ; and, 
deuce take me, if 1 had not yearnings at leaving all my 
old pen-and-ink fellows, merry, sociable lads, at leaving 
ihem in the lurch, fag, fag, fag 1 — The comparison of my 
own superior felicity gave me anything but pleasure. 

B. B,, I would not serve another seven years for seven 
hundred thousand pounds! I have got £441 net for 
life, sanctioned by Act of Parliament, with a provision 
for Mary if she survives me, I will live another fifty 
years ; or, if I live but ten, they will be thirty, reckoning 
the quantity of real time in them, t.f. the time that is 
a man’s own. Tell me how you like “ Barbara S.” Will 
it be received in atonement for the foolish “Vision”! — I 
mean by the lady. A apropos, I never saw Mrs. Crawford 
in my life j nevertheless ’tis dl true of somebody. 

Address me, in future, Colebrook Cottage, Islington. 
I am really nervous (but that will wear off), so take 
this brief announcement. 

Yours truly, C, L. 


To Miss HUTCHINSON. 

LimtE CCLXII.] April 18, 1826. 

Dear Miss Hutchinson — You want to know all about 
my gaol delivery. Take it then. About twelve weeks 
siiioe I had a sort of intimatkm that a resignation might 
be well accepted from me. This was a kind bi^’s 
whisper. On that hint I spake, Gillman and TuthlB 



TO 2IISS HUTCHINSON. 


ISl 


Aimished me with certificates of wasted health and sore 
spirits — not much more than the truth, 1 promise you — 
and for nine weeks I was kept in a fright. I had gone 
too far to recede, and they might take advantage, and 
dismiss me with a much less sum than I had reckoned 
on. However, liberty came at last, with a liberal pro- 
vision. I have given up what I could have lived on in 
the coutttiy ; but have enough to live here, by manage- 
ment and scribbling ocx^sionally. I would not go b^ 
to my prison for seven years longer for £10,000 a year ; 
seven years after one is fifty, is no trifle to give up. Still 
I am a young peimmer, and have served but thirty-three 
years ; very few, I assure you, retire before forty, forty- 
five, or fifty years’ service. 

You will ask how I bear my freedom 1 Faith, for 
some days I was stiiggered ; cx>uld not comprehend the 
magnitude of ray deliverance ; was confiised, giddy ; 
knew not whether I was on my head or my heel, as they 
«ay. But those giddy feelings have geme away, and my 
weather-glass stands at a degm* or two above 

CONTENT. 

I go about quiet, and have none of that restless hunt- 
ing after recreation which made holydays formerly uneasy 
joys. All being holydays, 1 feel as if 1 had none, as they 
do in heaven, where ’tis all retl-letter days. I have a 
kind letter from the Wordswortlis, conffratukUory not 
a little: It is a damp, I do assure you, amid all my 
prospects, that I can receive twne from a quarter upon 
which I had calculated, almost more than from any, 
upon receiving congratulations. I bad grown to like 
poor Monkhouse more and more. I do not esteem a soul 
living or not living more warmly than I had grown to 
esteem and value him. But words are vain. We have 
none of ns to count upon many years. That is the only 
cure for sad thougKta If only some died, and the rest 
were permanent on earth, what a thing a friend’s death 
would be tben ! 
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I mutt take leave, having put off answering a load of 
letters to this morning; and this, alas! is the first 
Our kindest remembrances to Mrs. Monkhouse, 

And believe us yours most truly, C. Lamr 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Colebrook, Twaday, 

Lkitbe CCLXIII.] April 25, 1826. 

Dear Novello — My sister’s cold is as obstinate as an 
old Haudclian, whom a modem amateur is trying to con< 
vert to Mozart-isHL As company must, and ^ways does, 
iiyure it, Emma and I propose to come to you in the 
evening of to-morrow, imte^ of meeting here. An early 
bre^wl-and-chcese supper at half^past eight will oblige us. 
IfOves to the bearer of many children. C. Lamb. 

1 sign with a black seal, that you may [begin] 
to think her cold has killed Mary; which be an 
agreeable unsurprisc when you read the note. 

V. Novello, Ksq., Qreen, Shackleweli. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lsttes COLXIV.] [Uiddk of May, 1825.] 

Dear W. — I write poet-hoste to ensuro a finank. 
Thanks fur your hearty congratulations I may now date 
fVom the sixth week of my *‘Hegini, or flight from 
LeadenhalL” I have lived so much in it, that a Summer 
seems already past ; and ’tis but early May yet with you 
and other people. How I look down on the slaves and 
drudges of the world ! Its inhabitants are a vast cotton- 
web spin-si^n-spinners ! 0 the carking cares 1 0 the 
mcmey^grubbers ! Semintemal muckworms I 
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Your Virgil 1 have loBt sight of, but suspect it is in 
the hands of Sir Q. Beaumont ; I thii^ that circumstances 
made me shy of procuring it before. Will you write to 
him about it ? — and your commands shall be obeyed to a 
tittle. 

Coleridge has just finished his prize Essay by which, 
if it get the pruse, he’ll tofich an additional £100 1 fancy. 
Hifi book, too Commentary on Bishop Leighton’’), is 
quite finished, and penes Taylor and Hesscy. 

In the London Magazine^ which is just out ^ist of 
May), are two papers entitled the “Superannuated 
Man,” which I wish you to see ; and also, Ist of April, 

a little thing called “ Barbara S ,” a story gleaned 

from Miss Kelly. The London Magazine^ if you can 
get it, will save my enlargement upon the topic of my 
manumission. 

I must scribble to make up my kUUw crumeme ; for 
there are so many ways, pious and profligate, of getting 
rid of money in this vast city and suburbs, that I shall 
miss my thirds. But couragio / I despair not. Your 
kind hint of ihe cottage was well thrown out j an archor- 
age for age and school of economy, when necessity comes ; 
but without this latter, 1 have an unconquerable terror 
of changing place. It does not agree with us. 1 say it 
from conviction ; else I do sometimes ruralise in fancy. 

Some d — d people are come in, and I must finish 
abruptly. By d — ^ 1 only mean deuced. ”116 these 
BuitoTS of Penelope that nu^es it necessary to outAorise 
a little for gin and mutton, and such trifles. 

Excuse my ahorrive scribble. 

Yooxb, not in more haste than heart, C. L. 

Love and reooBects to all the Wms., Doras, Maiyi 
round your Wreldn. 

Ma^ is cafutsily well Do write to Sir O. B., for I 
am thyirii of applying to biim 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OCLXV.] July % 1826. 

My dear B. B.— My nereous attack has so unfitted 
me that I have not courage to sit down to a letter. My 
poor pittance in the Lmdon you will see is drawn from 
my sickness. Your book is very acceptable to me, because 
most of it is new to me; but your book itself we 
cannot thank you for more sincerely than for the intro- 
duction you favoured us with to Anne Knight. Now 
cannot 1 write Mrs, Anne Knight for the life of me. 

She is a very pleas , but I won’t write all we have 

said of her so often to ourselves, because I suspect you 
would read it to her. Only give my sister’s and my 
kindest rememhratvees to her, and how glad we are we 
can say that word. If ever she come to Southwark again, 
I count ui)on another pleasant Bridge walk with her. Tell 
her, I got home, time for a rubber ; but poor Tryphena 
will not understand that phrase of the worldling. 

I am hardly able to appreciate your volume now : 
but I liked the d<vlication much, and the apology for your 
iMild burying grounds. To Shelley ; but t)uU is not new. 
To the young VesiKir-singcr, Great Bcalings, Playford, 
and what not 

If there lie a cavil, it is that the topics of religious 
consolation, however beautiful, are repeated till a sort 
of triteness attends them. It seems as if you were for 
ever losing friends’ childr^ by death, and reminding 
their parents of the Resurrection. Do children die so 
often, and so good, in your parts 1 The topic taken from 
the considemtion that they are snatch^ away from 
possible vanities^ seems hardly soimd ; for to an Omniscient 
eye their conditional failing must be one with their 
actual ; but I am too unwell fi»r theology. 

Such as I am, 

I am yours and A[nne] ^^lught’s] truly, 

a; 
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Lettbe CCIjXVI.] AuffuH 10, 1820. 

We shall be sooti again at Oolebrouk. 

Dear B. R — ^You must excuse my not writing before, 
when I tell you we a^e on a visit at Enfield, where I do 
not feel it natural to sit down to a letter. It is at all 
times an exertion. 1 would rather talk with you and 
Anne Knight quietly at Colebrook Lodge, over the matter 
of your last You mistake me when you express misgiv- 
ings about my relishing a scries of scriptural poems. I 
wrote confusedly. What I meant to say was, that one 
or two consolatory ijoems on deaths would hav»> had a 
more condensed effect than many. Scriptural, devotional 
topics admit of infinite variety. So far from poetry tiring 
me because religious, I can read, and I say it seriously, 
the homely old version of the Psalms in our Prayer Boo^ 
for an hour or two together sometimes without sense of 
wcarincs . 

I did not express tnyself clearly about what I think 
a false topic insisted on so frequently in consolatory 
addresses on the death of infants. I know son’cthing 
like it is in Scripture, but I think humanly spoken. It 
is a natural thought, a sweet fallacy to the survivors, 
but still a fallacy. If it stinds on the doctrine of this 
btnng a probationary state, it is liable to this dilemma. 
Omniscienoe, to whom possibility must be clear as act, 
must know of tho child, what it would hereafter tuni 
out : if good, then the topic is false to say it is secured 
from falling into future wilfulness, vice, etc. If bad, I 
do not see how its exemption from certain future overt 
acts, by being snatched away, at all tells in its fiivoor. 
You stop the arm of a murderer, or arrest the finger of 
a pickpUFse ; but is not the guilt incurred as much hy 
the intent as if never so much acted? Why children 
are hurried off, and old reprobates of a hundred left; 
whose trial humanly we may think was complete at fifty, 
is among the obscurities of Providence. The very notion, 
of a state of probation has darkness in it The Alp- 
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knower has no need of satififying His eyes by seeing wbat 
we win do, when He knows before what we will da 
Meihinks we might ha condemned before commissioit 
In these things we grope and flounder, and if we can 
pick up a little human comfort that the child taken is 
snatched from vice (no great compliment to it, by the 
by), let US take it And as to where an untried child 
goes, whether to join the assembly of its elders who have 
borne the heat of the day — fire-purifiod martyrs, and 
torment-sifted eonfessors— what know we ! We promise 
heaven, inethinks, too cheaply and assign large revenues 
to minors, ine/jm|)etent to manage them. Jlpitaphs run 
upon this topic of consolation, till the very frequency in- 
duces a chcajmess. Tickets for admission into Paradise 
are sculptiiretl out at a penny a letter, twopence a 
syllabic, etc. It is all a mystery ; and the more I try to 
express my meaning (having none that is clear), the more 
1 flounder. Finally, write what your own conscience, whicli 
to you is the unerring judge, seems best, and be careless 
about the whimsies of such a half-baked notionist as I 
am. We here in a most pleasant country, full of 
walks, ttiul idle to our hearts’ desire. Taylor has dropt 
the London, It was indeed a dead weight It has got 
in the Hlough of Desjiond. I shufflo otX ray part of the 
pack, and stuid like Christian with light and meny 
shoulders. It had got silly, imletx)rou8, pert, and every- 
thing that is l«i(L Both our kind rrviemlfraHce$ to Mrs. 
K. and yours<'lf, and strangcrs’-grec^ting to Lucy (is it 
Lucy or Kuth 1) that gathers wise sayings in a Bc^k. 

0. Lamb. 


To ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

Limes CCLXVIL] 1», 1825. 

Dear Southey — Youll know who this letter comes 
hom by opening slapdash upon the texl^ as in the good 
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oli times. I never could come into the custom of 
envelopes; ’tis a modem foppeiy ; the Plinian correspond* 
ence gives no hint of such. In singleness of sheet and 
meaning, then, I thank you for your little book. I am 
ashamed to add a codicil of thanks for your Book of the 
Church.” I scarce feel competent to give on opinion of 
the latter ; I have not reading enough of that kind to 
venture at it. I can only say the fact, that I have read 
it with attention and interest. Being, as you know, not 
quite a Churchman, I felt a jealousy at the Church taking 
to herself the whole deserts of Christianity, Catholic and 
Prot<*^tant, from Dniid extirpation downwards. I call 
all good Christians the Church, Capillarians and all. 
But I am in too light a humour to touch these matters. 
May all our churches flourish 1 Two things staggered 
me in the poem (and one of them staggered both of us). 
1 cannot away with a beautiful scries of verses, as I pro- 
test they are, commencing “ Jenner.” Tis like a choice 
banquet opened with a pill or an electuary — ^physic stuff. 
T’other is, we cannot make out how Edith should be no 
more than ten years old. B/r Lady, we had taken her to 
be some sixteen or upwards. We suppose you have only 
chosen the round number fur the metre. Or poem and 
de<lication may be both oldor than they pretend to ; but 
then some hint might have been given ; for, as it stands, 
it may only serve some day to puzzle the parish reckon- 
ing, But without inquiring further (for 'tia ungracious 
to look into a lady’s years), the dedication is eminently 
pleasing and tender, and we wish Edith May Southey joy 
of it Something, too, struck us as if we had heard of 
the death of John May. A John May’s death was a few 
years since in the impers. ^ We think the tale one of the 
quietest, prettiest things we have seen. You have been 
temperate in the use of localities, which generally spoii 
poems laid in exotic regions. You mostly cannot sUf 
out (in such things) for humming-birds and fire-ffies. A 
tree la a Magnolia, etc. — Can I but like the truly (^tholie 
spirit! Blame as thou mayest the PafdiPs erring 
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ctieed ** — which, and other passages, brought me back to 
the old Anthology days, and the admonitory lesson to 
*^l>ear Geoige ” on the “ The Vesper Bell,” a little poem 
which retains its first hold upon me strangely. 

The oomplimeiit to tlia translatress is daintily con- 
ceived. Nothing is choicer in that sort of writing thtm 
to bring in some n3raote, impossible parallel, — as between 
a great empress and the inobtrusive quiet soul who 
digged her noiseless way so perseveringly through that 
rugged Paraguay mine. How she Dobrkhoffered it all 
out, it piunsles my slender Ijatinity to conjecture. Why 
do you seem to sanction Landor’s unfeeling allegorising 
away of honest Quixote ! , He may as well say Strap is 
meant to symbolise the Scottish nation before the Union, 
and Kandora since that act of dubious issue; or that 
Partridge means the Mystical Man, and Lady Bellaston 
typifies the Woman upon Many Waters. Gchir, indeed, 
may mean the state of the hop markets lost month, for 
anything T know to the contrary. That all Spain over- 
flowed with romancical books (as Madge Newcastle 
calls them) was no reason that Cervantes should not 
smih^ at the inath'r of them ; nor even a reason that, in 
another moot], lie might not multiply them, deeply as he 
was tinetuitd with tlie essence of them. Quixote is the 
father of gentle ridicule, and at the same time the very 
depository and treasury of chivalry and highest notions. 
Marry, when somebody pemuaded Cervantes that he 
meant only fun, and put him ujKm writing that tmfor- 
tunato Second Piwt with the confederacies of that 
unworthy duke and most contemptible duchess, Cer- 
vantes ftaerificed his instinct to his understanding. 

We got your little book but last niglit, being at Enfield, 
to which place we came about a month since, and are 
having quiet holydii^ Mary walks her twelve miles a 
day i^e days, and I my twenty <m others *Tis all 
holyday with me now, you know. The change works 
idtidrably. 

For literary news, in my poor way, I have a oiie^u^ 
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fierce going to be acted at the Haymarket ; but when t is 
the question. ’Tis an extravaganza, and like enough to 
follow Mr* If, The London Magazine has shifM its 
publishers once more, and I shall shift myself out of it 
It is fallen. My ambition is not at present higher than 
to write nonsense for the play-houses, to eke out a some- 
what contracted income. Tempue erat There was a 
time, my dear Cornwallis, when the Muse, etc. But I 
am now in Mac Fleckno’s predicament, — 

** Promised a play, and dwindled to a farce,*' 

Coleridge is better (was, at least, a few weeks slna*.) 
than he has been for years. Ills accomplishing his book 
at last has been a sourc^^ of vigour to him. We are on a 
half visit to his friend Allsop, at a Mrs. Leishman's, 
Enfield, but expect to be at Colebrook Cottage in a week 
or BO, where, or anywhere, I shall be always most happy 
to receive tidings from you. G. Dyer is in the height of 
an uxorious pa^ise. His honeymoon will not wane till 
he wax cold. Never w as a more happy pair since Acme 
and Septimius, and longer. Farewell, with many thanks, 
dear S. Our loves to all round your Wrekin. 

Your old friend, C. LiiMB. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

LETTsa CCLXVllI.] September 30, 1625. 

Dear H. — I came home in a week firom Enfield, worse 
than I went My sufferings have been intense, but are 
abating. I begin to know wbat a little sleep is. My 
sister has sunk under her anxieties about me. She Is 
laid up, deprived of reason for many weeks to come, I 
fisar. She is in the same house, but we do not meet It 
makes both worse. I can just hobble down as &r as the 
** Angel” once a day; further kills me When I esa 
ttr^eli to Oqpenh[ageD] Street I wiH. If you come thii 
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WBjr any mormng, I can only just shake you by the hand. 
This gloomy house does not admit of making my friends 
welcome. You hare come off triumphant with Bartholo- 
mew Fair. 

VouTB (writ with difficulty), C. Lamb. 

Mr. Hone, 

LndgEte Hill. 


To THOMAS MANNING. 

Lurricii CCLXlX.l Dccemher 10, 1825. 

My dear M. — We have had sad ups and downs since 
you Haw us, but we are at present in untroubled waters 
though not bp them, for our old New River has taken a 
jaun^ce of the muds and rains, and looks as yellow as 
Miss . 

Your red trunk (not hose, tbo* a flame-coloured pair 
was once esteemed a luxuiy) is safe deposited at the 
Peacock, who by the by is worth your seeing. She has 
had her tail bnished up, and looks as pert as A -poose with 
a hundred eyes in A/y thology : I don't know what pours 
says of it. Your gown will be at the Bell, Totteridge, 
by the Telegraph on Monday ; time enough, I hope, to 
go out to the curate's to an early Tea in it. We have a 
comer at double dumbee for you, whenever you are dis- 
posed to change your Inn. 

Believe us, yours as ever, 

Ohaeles and Maey Lamb. 

From Colebrook, this Saturday, the 10th of December 1825, 


To CHARLES OLLIER 

CoUhrook Chttage^ CoUbrook BofW^ 
LaiTBR CCLXX. j Timduy [January 1828 .] 

Dear Ollier-— I send you two more proverbs, which 
will be the last of this batch, unless I send you one more 
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hy the poet on Thursday ; none will come after that 
dLj ; eo do not leave any open room in that case. Hood 
sups with me to-night Can you come and eat grouse t 
Tis not often I offer at delicacies. 

Yours most kindly, C. Lamb. 

Letter CCLXXL] January 1826. 

Dear 0. — We lamented your absence last night The 
grouse were piquant : the bucks incomparable. You must 
come in to cold mutton and oysters some evening. Name 
your evening; though I have qualms at the distance. 
Do you never leave early f My hetwl is very queerish, 
and indisposed for much company ; but we will get 
Hood, that half Hogarth, to meet you. The scrap I send 
should come in after the ** Rising with the LarL” 

Yours truly. 

Colb’^m, 1 take it, pays postages. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Letter OOLXXII.] February 7, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — 1 got your book not more than five 
days age, so am not so negligent as 1 must have appeared 
to you with a fortnight’s sin upon my shoulders. I tell 
you with sincerity, that I think you have completely 
succeeded in what you intended to do. What is poetry 
may be disputed. These are {xKstry, to me at least. 
They are concise, pithy, and moving. Uniform as they 
are, and iintristorify’d, I read them through at two 
sittings, without one sensation approaching to tedium. 
I do not know that among your many Idnd presents 
of this nature, this is not my favourite volume. The 
language is never lax, and there is a unity of design and 
feeling. You wrote them with lope — to avoid the cum- 
eombM phrase, cm amore, 1 am jiarticularly pleaied 
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with the ** Splxitual Law,” pages 34 and 35« It xemtnded 
me of Qoarl^ and “ holy Mr. Herbert,” as Izaak Walton 
calk him ; the two best, if not only, of our devotional 
poets, though some prefer Watt^ and some Tom Moore, 
I am kr from well, or in my right sparits, and shudder 
at pen>and-ink work. 1 poke out a monthly crudity for 
Colburn in his magazine, which I call “ Popular Fallacies,” 
and periodically crush a proverb or two, setting up my 
folly against the wisdom of nations. Do you see the 
New Monthly ? 

One word I must object to in your little book, and 
it recurs more than once — fitdeless is no genuine com- 
pound; loveless is, because love is a noun as well as 
verb; but what is a fadcl And I do not quite like 
whipping the Greek drama upon the back of “ Genesis,” 
{lage 8. 1 do not like praise handed in by disparage' 

ment ; os 1 objetited to a side censure on Byron, etc., in 
the ** Lines on Bloomfield.” With these poor cavils 
excepted, your veraes are without a flaw. 

C. Lame. 


hjemvL CCLXXin. ) March 20, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — You may know my letters by the paper 
and the folding. For the former, I live on scraps obtained 
in charity from an old friend whose stationery is a 
(lennaneut perquisite; for folding, I shall do it neatly 
when I learn to tie uiy neckcloths. 1 suriuise most of 
my friends by writing to them on ruled paper, as if I 
not got past ix)t-hooks and hangers. Sealing-wax, 1 
have none on my establishment ; wafers of the coarsest 
bran supply its place. When my epistles come to be 
weighed with Piiuy's, however su()erior to the Roman 
in delicate irony, judicious reflections, et<x, his gilt post 
will brilw over judges to him. All the time I was 
at the £. 1. H. I never mended a pen ; I now cut ’em to 
the stumps, marring rather than mending the primitive 
gooacM|uiil. I cannot bear to poy for aHicles I tmod to 
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get for nothing. When Adam Imd out hk Brst penny 
upjn nonpareUs at some stall in Mesopotamoa, 1 Uiink 
it went hard with him, reflecting upon his old goodly 
orchard, where be had bo many for nothing, VRiesi I 
write to a great man at the Court end, he opens with 
surprise upon a naked note, such as Whitechapel people 
interchange, with no sweet degrees of envelope, 1 never 
vcnclosed one bit of paper in another, nor understood the 
rationale of it. Once only I sealed with borrowed wax, 
to set Walter Scott a wondering, signed with the Jmperial 
quartered arms of England, which my friend Field gives 
in com]>liment to his descent, in the female line, from 
Oliver Cromwell. It must have set his antiquarian 
cariosity upon watering. To your questions upon the 
currency, I refer you to Mr. Robinson’s last speech, 
where, if you can find a solution, I can not. I think this, 
though, tlie best ministry we ever stumbled uf)on ; — gin 
reduced four slnUings in the gallon, wine two shillings 
in the qt art! This comes home to men’s minds and 
bosoms. My tinule against visitors was not meant 

partieularlp at you or A. K . I scarce know what 

I meant, for 1 do not just now feel the grievance. 1 
wanted to make an article. So in another thing 1 
talked of somebody’s itmjnd tcf/c, without a corre- 
spondent object in my head : and a good lady, a friend s 
wife, whom 4 really love (don’t startle, I mean in a licit 
way), has looked shyly on me ever since. The blunders 
of personal application are ludjcroiis. I send out a 
character every now and then, on purpose to exorcise the 
ingenuity of my friends. “Popular Fallacies” will go 
on ; that word “ concluded ” is an ernUum, I suppose, for 
“continued.” I do not know how it got stuffed in there. 
A little thing without name will also he printed on the 
Religion of the Actors, but it is out of your way, so 1 
recommend you, with true author’s hypoc^y, to skip it 
We are about to sit down to roast beef, at which we 
could wish A. K., B. B., and B. B.'s pleasant daughter 
to be humble partakers. So much for my bint at 
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vildtors, which was scarcely calculated for droppers-ia 
ftom Woodbridge; the sky does not drop such larks 
every day. My very kindest wishes to you all three, 
with my sister's best love. 0. Lamb. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Limra CCLXXIV.] March 22, 1826. 

Dear Coleridge — We will with great pleasure be with 
you on Thursday in the next week early. May we 
venture to bring Emma with us 1 Your finding out my 
style in yoiu- nephew's pleasant book is 8uri)ri8ing to me 
I 'want eyes to descry it. You are a little too hard up^)n 
his morality, tliough 1 confess he has more of Stemo 
about him than of Stemhold. But he saddens into 
excellent sense before the conclusion. Your query shall 
be submitted to Miss Kelly, though it is obvious that the 
pantomime, when done, will be more easy to decide upon 
than in proposal I say, do it by all means. I have 
Decker's play by me, if you can filch anything out of it. 
hliss Gray, with her kitten eyes, is an actress, though 
she shows it not at ail ; and pupil to the former, whose 
gestures she mimics in comedy to the disptiragement of 
her own natural manner, which is agreeable. It is funny 
to sec licr bridling up her neck, which is native to F. K. ; 
but there is no setting the mannens of others upon one's 
slioulders any more than their hea<i. I am glad you 
esteem Manning, though you see but his husk ^shrine. 
He disclosi^ not, save to select worshippers, and will 
leave the world without any one hardly but me knowing 
how Btu|H*ndou8 a creature he is. I am perfecting my- 
self in the “Ode to Eton College** against Thu^ay, 
that I may not ap])ear nnclassic. I have just discoveretl 
that it is much litter than the ** Elegy,” 

In haste, C. L. 

/*.&— ! do not know what to say to your laUU theoiy 



TO NOVELLO. 146 

ftbottt Nero being the Messiah, though by all accounts he 
Wu8 a ’noiuted oue. 


To THE Rey. H. F. CARY. 

Lkitkb CCLXXV.] Jpril 8, li>26. 

Dear Sir — It is whisnered mo that you will not bo 
unwilling to look into our doleful hermitage. Without 
more preface, you will gladden our ccU by accompanying 
our old chums of the London^ Barley and A[llanJ 
C[unningham], to Enfield on We<lnesday. You shall 
h^ve hermit's fare, witli talk as seniphical as the novelty 
of the divine life, will iiermit, with an innocent retro8pe(it 
to the world which we have left, when I will thank you 
for your hospitable offer at Chiswick, and with plain 
hennit reasons evince the necessity of abiding here. 

Without hearing from you, then, you shall give us 
leave to evpect you. I have long had it on my cxmscionce 
to invite you, but spirits have been low ; and I am 
indebted to chance for this awkward but most sincere 
invitaUoD. 

Yours, with b(?8t loves to Mrs. Caiy, C. Lamb. 

D. knows all about the coaches. Oh for a Museum 
in the wilderness ! 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Lbttek CCLXXV!.] May 9, 1826, 

Dear N. — You will not exiieiJt us to-morrow, I am 
sure, while these damn'd North-Easters continue. We 
must wait the Zephyrs' pleasure. By the bye, I was at 
Highgate on Wednesday, the only one of the party. 

Yoora truly, C. Lamb. 

Summer^ aa my friend Ooieridgo waggishly writes, haa 
96t in with its usual severity. 

Kind remembees. to Mrs. Noveiln^ ete. 

WOL. IL 


L 
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To BERNARD BARTON. 

LutbB CCLXXVII.] May 16, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I have had no spirits lately to begin a 
letter to you, though I am under obligations to you (how 
many!) for your neat little poem. ’Tis just what it 
professes to be, a simple tribute, in chaste verse, serious 
and sincere. 

I do not know how friends will relish it, but we out- 
lyers, honi»rary friends, like it very well. I have had 
my head and ears stuffed up with the East winds: a 
continual ringing in niy brain of IjcIIs jangled, or the 
spheres touched by some raw angel. Is it not George 
the Third trying the Hundredth I’salm ? I get my music 
for nothing. But the weather seems to be softening, and 
will thaw my stunnings. Coleridge, writing to me a 
week or two since, Is'gins his note — “ Summer has set in 
with its usual severity.” A cold Summer is all I know 
of disagreeable in cold. I do not mind the utmost 
rigour of rcid Winter, but these smiling hypocrites of 
Mays wither me to death. My head has been a ringing 
chaos, like the day the winds were made, Ixffore they 
submitted to the discipline of a weathercock, before the 
quarters were made. In the street, with the blended 
uoisc» of life about me, I hear, and my head is lightened ; 
but in a room tlie hubbub comes bock, and I am deaf as 
a sinner. Diil I tel) you of a plciisaiit sketch Hood has 
done, which ho calls—** Very deaf indeed'" 1 Jt is of 
a good >natu red stupid -looking old gentleman, whom a 
foot{>atl has atop{x;d, but for his extreme deafness cannot 
make him understand what he wants. The unconscious 
old geutleman is e.xtcnding his ear-inimpet very com- 
placently, and the fellow is firing a pistol into it to make 
him hear, but the t>all will pierce his skull sooner tban 
the repoH will reach his senaorium. I choose a very 
Utile bit of paper, for my ear hisses when I bend down 
to write. I can hardly read a book, for 1 miss that ainall 
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soft voice which the idea of articulated woida raises 
(aliuost imperceptibly to you) in a silent reader* I seem 
too deaf to see what I read. But with a touch or two 
of returning zephyr my head will melt. What lies you 
poets tell about the May ! It is the most ungenial part 
of the year. Cold erpeuses, cold primroses, you take 
your blossoms in ice — a painted sun. 

** Unmeaning joy around apj^ears, 

And Nature smiles os If she sneers.” 

It is ill with me when I l)egin to look which way the 
wind sets. Ten years figo, I literally did not know the 
point from the broad end of the vane, which it was that 
indicated the quarter. I hoiie these ill wdiids have blown 
over you as they do through me. 

Kindest remembrances to you and yours. (1 h. 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Leiteh CCLXXVIII.J Jum 1, 1820. 

Dear Coleridge — If I know myself, noliody more 
detests the display of jx^rsonal vanity, which is implied 
in the act of sitting for obo*8 picture, than myself. But 
the fact is, that the likeness which accompanies this 
letter was stolen from my person at one of my unguarded 
moments by some too {^ial artist, and my friends are 
pleased to think that he has not much datterod me. 
Whatever its merits may be, you, who have so great an 
interest in the original, wdll have a satisfaction in tracing 
the features of one that has so long esteemed you. There 
are times when in a friend's absence these graphic repre* 
sentations of him almost seem to bring Wk the man 
himself. The painter, whoever he was, seems to have 
taken me in one of those disengaged moments, if I may 
BO term them, when the native chivacter is so much more 
honestly displayed than can be possible in the restraints 
of an ^or^ sitting attitude. Perhaps it rather de^ 
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sedbes me as a thinking man, than a man in the act of 
thought Whatever its pretensiona, I know it will he 
deal to yon, towards whom 1 should wish my thoughts 
to fiow in a sort of an undress rather than in the more 
studied graces of diction. 

I am, dear Coleridge, yours sincerely, C. Lamb. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 

LI 6 TTKU CCLXXIX.J Friday^ some day in June, 1826. 

Dear D. — My first impulse u])on o|XJiiing your letter 
was pletisure at seeing your old neat hand, nine prirts 
gentlemanly wdth a modest dash of the clerical : ray second, 
a Tliought, natural enough this hot weather — am I to 
answer all this! Why ’tis as long as those to tlie 
Ephesians and Galathms put togcithcr, I luivo counted 
the wonls for curiosity. ... I never knew an enemy to 
puns who was not an iihnaturod man. Your fair critic In 
the coatdi reminds me of a Scotchman who assured mo * 
he did not m) much in Shaksjieanx I replied, I dare say 
nrd. He felt tiie (Hjuivoke, looked awkward and reddish, 
hut soon returned to the attack by siiying that he thought 
Bums wtui us goisl as ShakB))caH\ 1 said that I had no 
doubt he was— to a Scote^kman, We exchanged no more 
words that day. Your account of the fierce faces in the 
Hangings, with the presumed interlocution of the Eagle 
and the Tiger, amuwHl us greatly. You caimot be so very 
bad while you can pick mirth off from rotten walls. But 
let me hear you have oscapisi out of your oven. . . . Your 
business, ! take it, is l)athmg, not baking. 

Let me hcfir that you have clambered up to Lover's Seat : 
it ia as fine in that neighlxjurhood as Juan Fernandez — as 
lonely, too, when the Fishing-boats are not out ; I have sat 
for hours, staring up()n a shii^ss sea. The salt sea is never 
so grand as when it is left to itself. One cock-boat spoils 
it — a tea-mew or two improves it And go to the little 
oburch whkh is a very Piutestmit Loietto, and seems dropt 
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by 0 ome angel for the use of a hermit who was at onoe 
parishioner and a whole parish. It^is not too big. Go 
in the night ; bring it away in your portmanteau, and 1 
will plant it in my garden. It must have been erected 
in the very infancy of British Christianity, for the two or 
three first converts ; yet with it all the appertances of a 
cliurch of the first magnitude — its pulpit, its pews, its 
baptismal font ; a cathedral in a nut-shell. Seven |)eople 
would crowd it like a Caledonian Chapel The minister 
that divides the Word there must give lumping penny- 
worths. It is built to the text of ** two or three assembled 
in my name.” It reminds me of the grain of mustard 
seed. If the glel)e-land is proportionate it may yield two 
potatoes. Tithes out of it could be no more split than a 
hair. Its First fniits must be its Last, for 'twould never 
produce a couple. It is truly the strait aud narrow way, 
and few there be (of London visitants) that find it The 
still small voice is surely to be found there, if anywhere. 
A soumJiiig-board is merely there for ceremony. It is 
secure from eartlupiakes, not more from sanctity than 
size, for ’twould feel a mountain thrown upon it no more 
than a tajs-r- worm would. Go wnd sec, h'ui not without your 
tpectaden. By the way, there’s a capital farm-house two- 
thirds of the way to the Lover’s Seat, with incomparable 
plum cake, giuger-bcer, eta Mary bids me warn you not 
to read the Anatjomy of Mtlancholy in your present low 
way. You’ll fancy yourself a pipkin or a headless bear, 
as Burton speaks of. You’ll be lost in a maze of remedies 
for a labyrinth of diseasements — a plethora of cures. 
Read Fletcher ; above all the SfyanMh Curate, the Thirf, 
or IMle Night Walker, the Wit Without Money, and the 
Lovef^e PUgrimagt. Laugh and come home fat. Neither 
do we think Sir T. Browne quite the thing for you just 
at present Fletcher is as light as soda-water. Browne 
and Barton are too strong pr^tions for an Invaiid. And 
don’t thumb and dirt the books. Take cm of the bind- 
ings. Lay a leaf of silver paper under ’em as yon read 
them. And don’t smoke tobacco over ’em — the leaves 
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will fall in and bum or dirty their namesakes. If you 
find any dusty atoms of the Indian Weed crumbled up in 
the Beaumont and Fletcher, they are mine. But then, 
you know, so is the Folio also. A pipe and a comedy of 
Fletcher’s the last thing of a night is the best recipe for 
light dreams, and to scatter away Nightmares. FrohcUnm 
ett. But do as you like about the former. Only, cut the 
Baker’s. You will come home else all crust ; Bankings 
must chip you before you can appear in his counting-house. 
And, my dear Peter Fin Junr., do contrive to see the sea 
at least once iKjfore you return. You’ll be asked about 
it in the Old Jewry. It will apjxjar singular not to have 
seen it. And rub up your Muse — the family Muse — and 
send us a rhyme or so. Don*t waste your wit upon that 
damned Dry Salter, I never knew but one Dry Salter who 
could relish those mellow effusions, and he broke. You 
knew Tommy Hill, the wittiest of Dry Salters. Diy 
Salters ! what a word for this thirsty weather 1 I must 
drink after it Ilero’s to thee, my dear Dibdin, and to 
our having you again snug and well at Colebrooke. But 
our nearest holies arc to hear again from you shortly. 
An epistle only a quarter os agreeable as your last would 
be a treat 

Yours most truly, C. Lamb. 

Timothy B. Dibdiit, K»q., 

Ko. 9, Ulucher Row, 

Priory, Hastings. 


Lbttsb CCLXXX.] Jviy 14. 1820. 

Bbcausb you boost poetie grandsire, 

And rhyming kin, both unde and sire, 

Dost tliink that none but tkeir descendings 
Can tickle folks with double endings 9 
I had a Dad that would fo^ half a bet 
Have put down tliine Uiro’ half the alphabet 
Thou who would be Dan Prior the Second, 

For Dan Posterior must be reckoned. 
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In fiilth, dear Tim, your rhymes are dovenly, 

As a man may say, doagh-baked and ovmily ; 
Tedious and long as two Long Acres, 

And smell most vilely of the Baker's. 

(I have been cursing every limb o’ thee, 

Because 1 could not bitch in Timothy, 

Jack, Will, Tom, Dick’s a serious evil, 

But Tun, plain Tim’s the very Devil). 

Thou most incorrigible scribbler. 

Right Watering Place and Ck>ckney Dribbler, 
What chUd^ that barely understands A 
B (7, would ever dream that stansa 
Would tinkle into rhyme with “ Plan, Sir” ? 

Go, go — you are not worth an answer. 

1 ha<l a sire, that at plain Crambo 
Hail hit you o’er the head a damn’d blow. 

How now 1 may I die game, and you die brass, 
But I had stol’n a quip from Iludibras ! 

’1 was thinking on that hnc old suttler, 

That was in faith a second Butler ; 

Had as queer rhymes as he, and subtler. 

Ho would have put you to ’t this weather 
For rattling syllables together. 

Rhymed you to death, like ^‘rats in Ireland," 
Except that ho was bom in High’r Land. 

His chimes, not crani})ed like thine, and rung ill. 
Had marie Jr b split his sides on dunghill 
There was no limit to his merryings 
At christ’nings, weddings, nay at biuyings. 

No undertaker would live near him, 

Those grave practitioners did fear him ; 

Mutes, at his merry mops, turned vocal," 

And fellows, hireil for silence, “spoke all" 

No body could be laid in cavity 
Long as he lived, with proper gravity. 

His mirth'j&aught eye had but to glitter, 

And every mourner round must titter. 

The Parson, prating of Mount Hermon, 
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Btood fttm to laugh In midst of sennon. 

The final sexton (smile he mmi for him) 

Could hardly get to dust to dust *’ for him. 

He lost three pall-bearers their livelihood, 

Only with simpering at his lively mood : 

Provided that they fresh and neat came, 

All jests were fish tliat to his net came. 

He’d banter Apostolic cfistings 
As you jeer fishermen at Hastings. 

When the fly bit, like we, he leapt o’er all, 

And stood iu>t much on what was Scriptuial. 

P,S* I had forgot, at Small Bohemia ♦ 

(Enquire the way of your maid, Euphemia) 

Are sojourning, of all good fellows 
The prince and princess, the Novellos. 

Pray seek ’em out, and give iiiy love to ’em ; 

You’ll find you’ll soon ls^ hand and glove to ’em. 

0. L. 

♦ In prose, Little Bohemia, about a mile from Hast- 
ings in the HoUington Road, when you can get as far. 
This letter will intrcHluce you, if ’tis agreeable. Take a 
donkey — ’tis Novello the Comjwser and his wife, our very 
good friends. Dear Bib, I find refief in a word or two 
of prose. In truth iny rhymes come slow. You have 
“ routh of ’em,” It gives us pleasure to find you keep 
your good sfiirits. Your letter did us good. Pray Heaven 
you are got out at last. Write quickly. 

For Tim DiWin, ^ 

At No. 4 Mtindow Oottagesv 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Igrraa CCLXXXI,] [Bnjkld, My 26 , 1826 .] 

Bear H. - The Quotidian came in as pleasantly as it 
waa looked for at breakfast time yesterday. You have 
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repaid my poor stamaui with iateresi This last Into* 
lineation is one of those instances of affectation ri^Uy 
. i^iplied Read the sentence without it» how bald it is ! 
Your idea of ** worsted in the dc^-days ** was capital 

We are here so comfortable that I am confident we 
shall stay one month, from this date, most probably 
longer; so if you please, you can cut your out-of-town 
room for that time. I have sent up my petit farce 
altered ; and Harley is at the theatre now. It cannot 
come out for some weeks. When it docs, we think not 
of leaving her, but to borrow a bed of you for the night. 

1 write principally to say that the 4th of August is 
coming, — Dogget^s Coat and Badge Day on the water. 
You will find a good deal alx^ut him in Cibber'i Apology^ 
ocbivo, facing the window ; and something haply in a 
thin blackish quarto among the plays, facing the fireside. 

You have done with mad dogs ; else there is a print 
of Rowlaudson^s, or somclKidy’s, of people in pursuit of 
one in a village, which might have come in : also 
Goldsmith's verses. 

Mary's kind remembrance, C. Lamb. 

Mr. Hone, 

Colebrook Cottage, 

Islington. 


T<. J. B. DIBDIH. 

Lsttbr CCLXXXU.] SatwBday^ September 9, 1826. 

An answer is requested. 

Dear D. — 1 have observed that a Letter is never more 
acceptable than when received upon a rainy day, especially 
a rainy Sunday ; which moves me to send you somewhat, 
however short This will find you fitting ^r Breakfast, 
whkh you will have prolonged as far as yon can with|^ 
consistency to the poor handmaid that has the reveriian ' 
of Uie Tea Leaves ; making two nibbles of your last moiid 
of Mede roll (you cannot have hot new ones on the Sabbath}^ 
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and reluctantly coming to an end, becaoBe when that m 
d(Mie, what can you do till dinner 1 You cannot go to 
the Beach, for the rain is drowning the sea, turning rank 
Thetis fresh, taking the brine out of Neptune’s pickles, 
while mermaids sit upon rocks with umbrellas, their irory 
combs sheathed for spoiling in the wet of waters foreign 
to tliem. You cannot go to the Library, for it’s shut. 
You are not religious enough to go to Church. 0 it is 
worth witile to cultivate piety to the gods, to have 
something to fill the heart up on a wet Sunday. You 
cannot cast accounts, for your Ledger is being eaten up 
witii moths in the Ancient Jewry. You cannot play at 
Draughts, for there is none to play with you, and besides 
there is not a draught-board in the house. You cannot 
go to market, for it closcid lost night You cannot look 
into the shops, their backs arc shut upon you. You 
cannot wliile away an hour with a friend, for you have 
no friend round that Wrekin. You cannot divert your* 
self with a stray acquaintance, for you have picked none 
up. You cannot l^r the chiming of Bells, for they 
invito you to a lianquct where you are no visitant You 
cannot cheer yourself with the prospect of to-morrow’s 
letter, for none come on Mondays. You cannot count 
those endless vials on the mantlepieco with any hope of 
making a variation in their numbers. You have counted 
your spiders: your Bastile is exhausted. You sit and 
deliberately curse your hard exile from all fiuniliar sights 
and sounds. Old Hanking poking in hk bead uncx- 
pcctcHlly would just now be as good to yem asClrimaldi. 
Anything to deliver you from this intolerable weight of 
ennui. You are too ill to shake it off ; not Ul enough to 
submit to it, and to lie down as a Lamb under it. The 
Tyranny of sickness is nothing to the craelty of Con- 
viUescence : 'tis to have Thirty Tyrants for oncw That 
pattering rain drops on your brain. You’ll be worse 
after dinner, for you must dine at one to-day that Betty 
may go to afternoon service. She insists upon having 
her ^c^pecl hay. And then whmi she goes out, who 
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wu something to something to speak to — ^what an 
interminable afternoon you’ll have to go thro’. You ean't 
br^ yourself from your locality; you cannot say, 
“ to>morrow morning I set oS for Banstead,” for you are 
booked for Wedne^y. Foreseeing this, I thought a 
cheerful letter would come in opportunely. If any of the 
little topics for mirth I have thought upon should serve 
you in this utter extinguishment of sunshine, to make 
you a little merry, I shall have had my ends. 1 love to 
make things comfortable. . . . That, which is scratched 
out was the most material thing I had to say, but on 
maturer thoughts I defer it. 

P,S , — We are just sitting down to dinner with a 
pleasant party — Coleridge, Reynolds the dramatist, and 
Sam Bloxam : to-morrow (that is, to-day)^ Liston and 
Wyat of the Wells, dine with us. May this find you aa 
jolly and freakish as we mean to be. 0. Lamb. 

A<Mi».‘«8ed — 

T. Pibdin, Esq., 

4 Me^ow Cottages, 

Hastings. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lettesl CCLXXXIIL] SepUmher 26, 1826. 

Dear B. B. — I don’t know why I have delayed so 
kmg writing. ’Twas a fault. The under- current of 
excuse to my mind was that I had heard of the vessel in 
which Milford’s jars were to come ; that it had been 
obliged to put into Batavia to refit (which accounts for 
its delay), hat was daOy expected Days are past» and 
it comes not, and the mermaids may be drinking their 
tea out of his china for aught 1 know ; but let’s hope 
not In the memitime I have paid £28, etc., for the 
freight and prime cost, which I a little expected he 
wodd have settled in London. But do not mention it 
I was enabled to do it by a receipt of £30 from Ckilbtuii, 
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witli wh(»n, however, I have done. I should else have 
nm short ; for I only just make ends meet We will 
watt the arrival of the trinkets, and to ascertain their 
Ml expense, and then bring in the bill Don’t mention 
it, for I daresay ’twas mere thoughtlessness. I am sony 
you and yours have any plagues about dross matters. I 
have been sadly puszled at the defalcation of more than 
one-third of my income, out of which when entire I saved 
nothing. But cropping off wine, old books, etc. etc., in 
short, all that can bo called pocket-money, I hope to be 
able to go on at the cottage. Kemember, 1 beg of you 
not to say anything to Mitford, for if he be honest it will 
vex him : if not, which I as little expect as that you 
shraild l»c, 1 have a hank still upon the jars. 

Colburn had something of mine in l^t month, which 
he has had in hand these seven months, and had lost, or 
couldu’t hud room for : I was used to different treatment 
in the London^ and have forsworn periodicals. I am 
going thro’ a coiuse of reading at the Museum : the 
Garrick plays, out of part of which I formed my sped- 
meus. I havcj two thousiuid to go thro* ; and in a few 
weeks have despatched the tythe of ’em. It is a sort of 
odloii to me ; hours, ten to four, the same. It does me 
good. Man must have regular occupation, that has been 
used to it. 

So A. K. keeps a school ; she teaches nothing wrongt 
rU answer for’t. I have a Dutch print df a school* 
mistress ; Uttle old-fashioned Fleminglm|% with only one 
face among tlicm. She a princess of a sdioolhustress, 
wielding a rod for form more than use ; the scene, an old 
monastic eha[)cl, with a Madonna over her head, looking 
just as serious, as thoughtful, as pure, as gentle os her- 
self, ’Tis a type of thy friend. 

Will you i«vrvlon my neglect 1 Mind, again I say, 
don’t show this to M. ; let me wait a little longer to 
know the event of his luxuries. I am sure he Is a good 
fellow, tho’ I made a serious Yorkshire lad stare when I 
said ^ was a deigyman. He is a pleasant layman 
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spoiled. Heairen send him his jars uncrack’d, and me 
my 

Yours, witli kindest wishes to your daughter and 
ftiend, in which Mary joins, 0, L. 

LirrrEU CCLXXXIV.] . [JS>t4 of 1826.] 

Dear B. B. (the Bmy Bte^ as Hood after Dr. Watts 
apostrophises thee, and well dost thou deserve it for thy 
labours in the Muses’ gardens, wandering over parterres 
of Think-on-racs and Forget-me-nots, to a total impossi- 
bility of forgetting thee), thy letter was acceptable, thy 
scruples may be dismissed, thou art rtdm in not 

a word more to lie said, verhum and so forth, 

the matter is decided with a white stone, chissie^illy, mark 
me, jutd the apparitions vanish’d which hauntcHl me, only 
the cramp, Calibau’s distem]>cr, clawing me in the calvish 
part of my nature, makes me ever and anon roar bullishly, 
wiucak cowardislily, and limp cripple-ishly. Do I write 
rjuakerly and simply, ’tis my most Master Mathews’s like 
intention to do it. See Ikm Jonson. — I think you told 
me your .aaquaiutance with the Drama was confinM to 
Shaks|>ear6 and Miss Baillic : some re^ui only Milton and 
Croly. The gap is as from an ananas to a turnip. I 
Imve fighting in my head the [dots, characters, situations, 
and seutiments of 400 old plays (bran new to me) which 
I have been digesting at the Museum, and my appetite 
sharpens to twice as many more, which I mean to course 
over this Winter. I can scan^* avoid dialogue fashion In 
this letter. 1 solilo(|uiso my meditations, and habitually 
speak dramatic blank verse without meaning it. Do you 
see Mitford 1 He will tell you something of my labo^ 
Tell him I am sorry to have missed seeing him, to have 
talked over those old Treasures. £ am still more sorry 
for his missing Pots. But 1 shall be sure of the earliest 
intelHgence of the Lost Tribes. His Sacred Specunmis 
are a tbankfiil addition to my shelves. Many, I could 
wish be had been more careful of corrigenda. 1 bm 
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dkeorer’d ceriiuii which have slipt his errata, 1 put *em 
iu the ne3ct page, as perhaps thou caost transmit them 
to him ; for what puipose but to grieve him (which yet 
I should be sorry to do), but then it shows my learning, 
and the excuse is complimentary, as it implies their 
correction in a future edition. His own things in the 
book are magnificent, and as an old Christ’s Hospitaller 
I was particularly refresh’d with his eulogy on our 
Edward. Many of the choice excerpta were new to me. 
Old Cliristmas is a-coming, to the confusion of Puritans, 
Muggletonians, Anabaptists, Quakers, and that unwas- 
sailing crow. He cometh not with his wonted gait ; he 
is shrunk nine inches in his girth, but is yet a lusty 
fellow. Hood’s book is mighty clever, and went off 600 
copies the first day. Sion’s Songs do not disperse so 
qidckly. The next leaf is for Rev. J. M. In this adieu, 
thine briefly, in a tall friendship, 0. Lamb. 


To Mu. H, 0. ROBINSON. 

Colcbrookc Ihw, Islington, 

Licttkr CCLXXXV.] Saturday, January 20, 1827. 

De*ir Robinson I called upon you this morning, and 

found that you were gone to visit a dying Mend. I had 
bctni upon a like errand. Poor Norris has been lying 
dying for now almost a week, such is the penalty we pay 
for having cigoyed a strong constitution. Whether he 
knew mo or not, I know not; or whether he^saw me 
through his poor glazed eyes ; Imt the group I saw about 
him I shall not forget. Upon the bod, or about it, were 
assemblcti his wife and two daughters, and poor deaf 
Richard, his son, looking doubly stupified. There thc^ 
were, and seemed to have been sitting all the week. I 
could only reach out a hand to Mrs. Nmris. Speaking 
was impossible in that mute chamber. By this time I 
h«pe it is all over with him. In him I have a loss the 
world cannot make up. He was my Mend and my 
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father^i friend all the life 1 can remember. I seem to 
hare made fooliidi friendships ever since. Those are 
friendships which outlive a second generation. Old as 1 
am waxing, in his eyes I was still the child he first knew 
me. To the hist he called me Charley. I have none to 
call me Charley now. He was the last link that boimd 
me to the Temple. You are but of yesterday. In him 
seem to have died tlie old plainness of manners and 
singleness of heart Letters he knew nothing of, nor did 
his reading extend beyond the pages of the Gmtleman^M 
Magazim. Yet there was a pride of literature about 
him from being amongst books (he was librarian), and 
from some scraps of doubtful Latin which ho hml picked 
up in his office of entering Btudeuta, that gave him veiy 
diverting airs of pedantiy. Can I forget the erudite 
look with w'hich, when he had been in vain trying to 
make out a black-letter text of Chaucer in tlm Temple 
Library, he laid it down and told me that-^** in those 
old book's, Charley, there is sometimes a deal of very 
indifibrent 8|)elliug;’^ and seemed to console himself in 
the refiection ! His jokes, for he hml his jokes, are now 
ended ; but they were old trusty j>crennialB, staples that 
ple.ised after decks repetiUiy and werci always as good as 
new. One song he had, which was reserved for the night 
of Christmas Day, which we always spent in the Temple 
It was an old thing, and spoke of the fiat bottoms of our 
foes, and the }x>8siliility of their coming over in darkness, 
and alluded to threats of an invasion many years blown 
over ; and when he came to the part — 

** Well still make *em run, and well still make ’em sweat, 

In spite of the Devil aud iSrusscU 

his eyes would sfiarkle as with the freshness of an im- 
pending event And what is the Brussels GaseUe now f 
I cry while I enumerate these trifiea. How shall we 
tell them in a strangeris ear V His poor good girls will 
now have to receive their afflicted mother in an unsuo- 
oesalul hovel in an obscure village in Herts, where they 
have been long struggling to make a sd^ool withom 
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eihet ; and poor deaf Richard, and th&moi^ helpl^ for 
be|D6 ^ thrown on the wide World. 

Mj first motive in writing, and indeed in calling cm 
you, wafl to ask if you were enough accjuaiuted with any 
of the Benchers to lay a plain statement before them of 
the circumstances of the family, I almost fear not, for 
you are of another hall. But if you can oblige me and 
my poor friend, who is now insensible to any favours, 
pray exert yourself. You cannot say too much good of 
jmor. Norris and his poor wife. 

Yours ever, Cuaules Lamb. 

To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

bKTTKR COLXXXVI.] Jiuiuarj/ 25, 1827. 

My dear Allsop — I cannot forlwar thanking you for 
your kind interference with Taylor, whom I do not expect 
to see in haste at Islington. 

It is hiudly weather to ask a dog up here, but I need 
hardly sjiy how happy we shall lie to see you. I cannot 
be out of evenings till John Frost be routed. We mme 
home from Newnmn St, the other night late, and I was 
crumpt all night 

Loves to Mrs. Allsop. 

Yours truly, 0. L, 

To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lotthu CCLXXX VU. ] Januaiy il, 1827. 

Dear Sir — It is not unknown to you, that about 
sixte^en years since I published Specimens of English 
Dramatic Poets who lived about the time of Shakspeare.” 
Fio* the scarcer plays, I had recourse to the oollection 
bcqtteaihe<l to the British Museum by Mr. Garrick. 
But my time was but short; and my subsequent leisure 
has discovered in it a treasure rich and mdbaustless beyond 
what I then Imagined. In it ts to be found almost ev«ry 
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pfodttctioii) in the shape di a that has appeaared In 
print siaoe the time of the old mysteries and moralities 
to riie days of Crown and D’Urfey. Imagine the luxury 
to one like me, — who, above every other form of poetiy, 
have ever preferred the dramatic, — of sitting in the 
princely apartments, for such they are, of poor, condemned 
Montagu House, — which, I predict, will not soon be 
follow^ by a handsomer, — and culling at will the dowers 
of some thousand dramas ! It is like having the range 
of a nobleman's library, wdth the librarian to your friend. 
Nothing can exceed the courteousness and attentions of 
the gentleman who has the chief direction of the reading- 
rooms here ; and you have scarce to ask for a volume 
before it is laid before you. If the occasional extracts 
which I have been tempted to bring away may find an 
appropriate place in yorir ** Table Book," some ( f them 
are weekly at your service. By those who remember the 
** Sijecimens," these must be considered as mere after- 
gleanings, supplementary to that work, only comprising a 
longer period You must be content with sometimes a 
scene, sometimes a song, a speech, a passage, or a poetical 
image, as they happen to strike me. 1 road without 
order of time ; I am a poor hand at dates ; and, for any 
biography of the dramatists, 1 must refer to writers who 
are more skilful in such matters. My business is with 
their poetry only. 

Your wdil-wisher, C. Lamb. 


LriTBa OCLXXXVIIL] 5, 1827.] 

For Ootl's sake be more sparing of your poetry : your 
this week's Number has an excess of it 

In baste, C. L 

Mr. Hone, 

22, lletvidere Place, 
near Suffolk Street, 

Boron^ 


V0U tL 
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Lktteb CCLXXXIX.] [AfarcA 20, 1827.) 

Damnable erratum (can’t you notice it 1) in the last 
line but two of the last Extract in No. 9, Qarrick 
Plays-- 

** Blushing forth golden hair and glorious red 

A sun -bright lino epoil’d 
67. PlusA for Blushing. 

N.B. — The general Number was excellent Also a 
few lines higher — 

♦* liestraiuefl Liberty attaint is sweet ” 

should have a full stop. ’Tis the end of the old man*s 
speech. These little blemishes kill such delicate things : 
prose feeds on grosser punctualities. You have now 3 
Numbt^rs in hand one I sent you yesterday. Of course 
1 send no more till Sunday week. 

P.S . — Oniittwl alwve — “Dear Hone.” C. L 

Mr. Hone, 

No. 22, Ikjlvideri! Place, 

Southwark. 


To B. R HAYDON. 


LrrTKB CCXC.) March 1827. 

Dear IlaifHele Haydon — ^Did the maid toll you I came 
to wie your picture, not on Sunday but the day before t 
I think the face and bearing of the Bucephalus tamer 
very noble, his flesh too effeminate or painty. The akin 
of tlie female’s liack kneeling is much more camous. I 
had small time to pick out praise or blame, for two lord> 
like Bucks came in, upon whose strictures my presenos 
seemed to imiMse restraint ; I plebciaa’d ofl thereflnKL 
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I think 1 have hit on a subject for you, but can*t 
swear it was never executed — I never heatd of its being 
— ** Chaucer beating a Franciscan Friar in Fleet Street*” 
Think of the old dresses, houses, eta It seemeth that 
lK)th these learned men (Gower and Chaucer) were of the 
Inner Temple ; for not many years since Masti^r Bm:kle> 
did see a record in the same house where Geoflfry C%aucer 
was hned two shillings for beating a Franciscan Friar in 
Fleet Street” 

Yours in haste (salt hsh waiting), C. Lamb. 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Letter CCXCL] April 1827. 

4 * 

Dea^ Sir — I conjure you, in the name of oU the Sylvan 
Deities, and of the Muses, w'hom you honour, and they 
reciprocally love and honour you, rescue tliis old and 
passionate — the very flower of an old, forgotten 

Pastoraly which, had it heen in all parts equal, the 
Faithful Shepherdcfts of Fletcher had b^n but a second 
name in this sort of Writing— rescue it from the profane 
hands of every Common Composer ; and in one of your 
tninquillest moods, when you have most leisure from 
those sad thoughts which sometimes unworthily beset 
you — yet a mood in itself not unallied to the better sort 
of melancholy — laying by, for once, the lofty Organ, with 
which you shake the Temples, attune, as to the Pipe of 
Palis himself^ to some milder and love-according instru- 
ment, this pretty Courtship between Paris and his (then- 
not-os-yelrforsaken) CEnone. Oblige me, and all more 
knowing Judges of Music and of Poesy, by the adaptation 
of flt musical numbers, which it only wants, to be the 
rarest Love Dialogue in our Language. 

Your Implorer 0. L 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lkttke COXCII.] [May 1827. J 

Sir — A correspondent in your last number rather 
hastily asserts that there is no other authority than 
Davenport’s Tragedy for the poisoning of MatUda by 
King John. It oddly enough happens, that in the same 
immi)er appears an extract from a play of Heywood’s, of 
an older date, in two parts, in which play the fact of 
such poisoning, as well as her identity with Maid Marian, 
are equally established. Michael Drayton, also, hath a 
legend confirmatory (so far as poetical authority can go) 
of the violent manner of her death. But neither he nor 
Davenport confounds her with Robin’s mistress. Besides 
the named anthoriMes, old Fuller, I think, somewhere 
relates, as matter of chronicle-history, that old Fitzwater 
(he is called Fitzwater both in Heywood and in Daven- 
port), being banished after his daughter’s murder, — some 
years subsequently. King John, at a tournament in 
France, being delighted with the valiant bearing of a 
combatant in the lists, and enquiring his name, was told 
it was his old servant, the banished Fitzwater, who 
desired nothing more heartily than to be reconcUed to 
his liege ; and an affecting reconciliation followed. In 
the common coll(H!tion, called ** Robin Hood’s Qnrland ” 
(I have not seen Ritson’s), no mention k made, if I 
remember, of the nobility of Marian. Is she not the 
daughter of old Squire Qamwell, of OamweU Halil 
Sorry that I cannot gratify the corioilty of your dis- 
emb^ied spirit’* (who, as such is, methinks, sufficiently 
** veiled” our notice) with more authentic testi* 
monies, I rest, 

Your humlde Abstractor, 0. L. 
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To BERNAto BARTON 

Letter CCXCI!!.] EnfUldt a$idfoT aoms wedca to coitie. 

June 11, 1827. 

Bear B. B. — One word more of the pieturc vemes, 
and that for good and aU ; pray with a neat pen alter 
one line 

“ His learning seems to lay small stress on ” 
to 

** His learning lays no mighty stress on ” 

to avoid the unseemly recurrence (ungrammatical also) 
of “ seems ” in the next line, I)e8ide8 the nonsense of 
“ but ** there, as it now stanils. And I rciiuest you, as 
a fiersonal favour to me, to erase the last line of ail, 
which I ahould never have written from myself. The 
fact is, it was a silly joke of Hood’s, who gave me the 
frame (you judge<l rightly it was not its own) with the 
remark that you would like it because it was b-^ b — d ; 
and I lug^ it in : but I shall be quite hurt if it stands, 
because tho’ you and yours have too good sense to 
object to it, 1 would not have a sentence of mine seen 
that to any foolish ear might seem unrespectful to thee. 
Jjet it end at ** appalling the joke is coarse and useless, 
and hurts the tone of the rest. Take your best ** ivoiy- 
handled ** and scrape it forth. 

Your specimen of what you might have written is 
hardly fipur. Had it been a present to me, I should have 
taken a more sentimental tone : but of a trifle from me 
it was my cue to speak in an underiah tone of commenda- 
tion. Prudent gitfer$ (what word for such a nothing) 
disparage their gifts; ’Us an art we have. So you see 
yrm wouldn’t have b^ so wrong taking a higlier tona 
But enoui^i of nothing. By the by, I suspected BL of 
being the dii^Muiiger of the frame : ^nce a certain lime. 

For the frame, ’Us as the romu is where it hang4» 
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It bung up fronting my old cobwebby folios and battered 
furniture (the fruit piece has. resumed its place), and was 
much better than a spick and span one. But if your 
room be very neat and your other pidwree bright with 
gilt, it should be so too. I can’t judge, not having seen, 
but my dingy study it suited. 

Martin’s Belshazzar ” (the picture) I have seen. 
Its architectural effect is stupendous; but the human 
figures, the squalling contort little antics that are 
playing at being frightened, like children at a sham 
ghost, who half know it to be a mask, are detestabk 
Then the teUen are nothing more than a transparency 
lighted up, such as a Lord might order to be lit up on a 
sudden at a Christmas gambol, to se^ire the hidies. The 
type is as plain as Baske^le’s : they should have been dim, 
full of mystery, letters to the mind rather than the eye. 

Eembrandt has painted only Belshazzar and a courtier 
or two (taking a p«^ of the banquet for the whole), not 
fribbled out a mob of fine folka Then everything is so 
distinct, to the very necklaces, and that foolish little 
prophet What one jwint is there of interest) The 
ideal of such a subject is, that you the spectator should 
sec nothing but what at the time you would have seen, — 
the hand^ and the King ^ — not to be at leisure to make 
tai]or<rem(irkB on tlie dresses, or, Dr. Kitchenerdike, to 
examine the good things at table. 

Just such a confused piece is his Joshua," frittered 
into a thousand fragments, little annies here, little armies 
there — you should see only tlm Sun and Joehua, If I 
remember, he has not left out that luminary entirely; 
but for Joslma, I was ten minutes a finding him out 
Still he is showy in all that U not the human figure 
or the pit^tcnmtural interest ; but Uie first are below a 
dmwing-s<^>l girl’s attainment, and the last is a phan^ 
tasmagoric trick, — ** Now you shall see what you shall 
sec, dare is Balshazar and dare is Daniel" 

You Itave my thoughts of M., and so adieu 1 

C. 
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To WILLIAM HONE. 

LrrrisR COXCI V. ] [June W27. ] 

Dear Sir — Somebody has fairly play’d a hoax on you 
(I suspect that pleasant rogue Moxon) in sending you 
the sonnet in my name inserted in your last numi^r. 
True it is that I must own to tlie verses being miiu% but 
not written on the occasion there pretended ; for I have 
not yet had the pleasure of seeing the lady in the part of 
Emmeline ; and I have understood that the force of her 
acting in it is rather in the expression of new-born sight, 
than of the previous want of it. The lines were redly 
written upon her performance in the “ Blind Boy/* and 
appeared in the “ Homing Chronicle ” some years back. 
I suppose our facetious friend thought they would servo 
again, like an old coat new-turned. 

Yours (and his, nevertheless), C. Lamb. 


To Mr. PATMORE. 

Lkttkr CCXCV.] Londra, Julie 19, 1827. 

Dear P. — I am so poorly. I have l)cen to a funeral, 
where I made a pun, to the consternation of the rest of 
the mourners. And we had wine. I can’t describe to 
you the howl whicli the widow set up at proper intervals. 
Dash could, for it was not unlike what he makes. 

The letter I sent you was one directed to the care of 

E. W , India House, for Mrs. H[ar.litt]. Which Mrs. 

H I don’t yet know ; but A has taken it to 

France on speculation. R^lly it is embarrassing. There 
is Mrs. present H., Mrs. lata H., and Mrs. John H., and 
to which of the three Mrs. Wigginses it appertains, I 
know not I wanted to open it, but *tis transportatioB. 

I am sorry you are placed about your book I would 
strongly recommend you to take for one story Massinger’s 
Old Law.” It is exquisite. I Cfm think of no otbet 



1S8 ^ LIFTERS OF CHARLES LAME 

D&fth i8 frightful this morning* ,He whmcs and 
stands up on his hind legs. He misses Becky, who is 
gone to town. I took him to Barnet the other day, 
and he couldn’t eat his vittles after it. Pray God his 
intellectuals be not slipping. 

Maiy is gone out for some soles. I suppose ’tis no 
use to ask you to come and partake of ’em ; else there is 
a steam vessel 

1 am doing a tragi-comedy in two acts, and have got 
on tolerably ; but it will be refused, or worse. I never 
had luck with anything my name was put to. 

0, I am so poorly 1 I waked it at my cousin’s the 
bookbinder, who is now with God ; or, if he is not, ’tis 
no fault of mine. 

We hope the Frank wines do not disagree with Mrs. 
p By the way, I like her. 

Did you ever taste frogs 1 Get them if you can. They 
are like little Lilliput rabbits, only a thought nicer. 

How sick I am !— not of the world, but of the widow’s 
shrub. She’s sworn under £6000, but I think she 
perjured herself She howls in £ la^ and I comfort her 
in B flat You understand music 1 

If you hav’n’t got Massinger, you have nothing to do 
but go to the flrst Biblioth^ue you can light upon at 
Boulogne, and ask for it (Giffonl’s edition) ; and if they 
hav’n’t got it you can have ^Athalie” par Monabur 
Racine, and make the best of it But that **01d Law” 
is delicious. 

'*No shrimps !” (that’s in answer to Mary’s question 
about how the soles are to be done). 

1 am uncertain where this wandering letter may reach 
you. What you mean by Poste Restante, God knowa Do 
you mean 1 must pay the postage t So 1 do, to Dover. 

We had a merry iNissage with the widow at the 
Oommona She was howling — part howling and {mrt 
giving directions to the proctor — when crash ! down went 
my sister through a crasy chair, and made the clerks 
grin, and I griniied, and the widow tittered, and thmi I 
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knew that she was act inoonsolabla Maiy was move 
^Hghtenod than hurt 

She’d make a good match for anybody (by she, I 
mean the widow). 

** If he bring hot a rdiet away, 

He is happy, nor heard to complain." 

SBlSSfOMS. 

Procter has got a wen growing out at the na(>o of his 
neck, which his wife wants him to have cut olf ; but I 
think it is rather an agreeable excrescence : like his 
poetry, redimdant Hone has hanged himself for debt 
Godwin was taken up for picking pockets. Moxon has 
fallen in love with Emma, our nut-brown maid. Becky 
takes to bad courses. Her father was blown up in a 
steam machine. The coroner found it “insanity.” I 
should not like him to sit on my letter. 

Do you observe my direction. Is it Gallic — classical 1 
Do tiy and get some frogs. You must ask for “grcnouilles ” 
(green eels). They don’t understand “ fiDgs,” though *tis 
a common phrase with us. 

If you go through Bulloign (Boulogne), inquire if old 
Godfrey is Hviiig, and how he got home from the crusades. 
He must be a veiy old man. 

If thfifre is anything new in politics or literature in 
France, Imep it till I see you again, for I’m in no huriy. 
Chatty Briant is well I hope. 

I think I have no more news ; only give both our 

loves (all three, says Dash), to Mrs. P and bid her 

get quite well, as I am at present, bating qiialms, and 
the grief incident to losing a valuable relation. C. L. 


To Mrs. SHELLEY. 

hm%K CCXCVl.] SnJUJd, July 26. 1 827. 

Dear Mrs. Shelley — At the risk of throwing awi^ 
tome frne thou^ts, I must write to say how plcamd 
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were with your very kind remembering of ns (who hare 
nnkindly run away from all our friend) before you ga 
Perhaps you are gone, and then my tropes axe wasted. 
If any piece of better fortune has lighted upon you than 
you expected, but less than we wish you, we are rejoiced. 
We are here trying to like solitude, but have scarce 
enough to justify the experiment. We get some, how- 
ever. The six days are our Sabbath ; the seventh — ^why, 
Cockneys will come for a little fresh air, and so — 

But by youT months or October at furthest, we hope 
to see Islington : I, like a giant refreshed with the leaving 
off of wine ; and Mary, pining for Mr. Moxon’s books 
and Mr. Moxon’s society. Then we shall meet. 

I am busy with a farce in two acts; the incidents 
tragi-comic. I can do the dialogue commey for : but the 
damned plot — I l)clieve I must omit it altogether. The 
scenes come after one another like geese, not marshalling 
like cranes or a Hyde Park review. The story is as 
simple as G[corge] I)[yer], and the language plain as 
his 8|)ouBe. The characters are three women to one 
man ; which is one more than laid hold on him in the 
“Evangely.” I think that prophecy squinted towards 
my dniina. 

I want some Howard Paine to sketch a skeleton of 
artfully succeeding scenes through a whole play, as the 
courses are arranged in a cookery book : I to find wit, 
passion, sentiment, character, and the like trifles : to lay 
in the dead colours, — Pd Titianesque *em up: to mark 
the channel in a cheek (smooth or furroifed, yours or 
mine), and where tears should oounie Fd draw the waters 
down : to say where a joke should oome in or a pun be 
left out ; to bring my pmomm on and off like a Beau 
Nash ; anil Fd Frankenstein them there : to bring tliree 
together on the stage at once ; they are so shy with me, 
tliat I can get no more thmi two ; and there they stand 
till it IS the time, without bdng the season, to withdraw 
them. 

1 am teaching Emma Latin to qualify her for a superior 
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(^>Tente8B-Bbip; which we see no {Boepect of her getting. 
’Tis like feeding a child with chopped hay from a epooB. 
Sisyphus his labours were as nothing to it 
' Actives and passives jostle in her nonsense, till a 
deponent enters, like Chaos, more to embroil the fray. 
Her prepositions are suppositions ) her oozgunctions copu- 
lative have no connection in them ; her concords disagree ; 
her interjections are purely^ English “Ah!” and “OhT' 
with a yawn and a gape in the same tongue ; and she 
herself is a lazy, blockheadly supine. As 1 say to her, 
ass in pretsmti rarely makes a wise man in futvro. 

But I daresay it was so with you when you began 
Latin, and a good while after. 

Good-by ! Mary’s love. 

Yours truly, 0. Lau& 


To Sir JOHN STODDART. 

Lettsu CCXCVII.l [AuguH 9, 1827.] 

Dear Knight — Old Acquaintance — ’Tis with a violence 
to the pure imagination (vide the “ Excursion ” jxtsdm) 
that I can bring myself to Iwlieve I am writing to Dr. 
Stoddart once again, at Malta. But the deductions of 
severe reason warrant the proceeding. 1 write from 
Enfield, where we are seriously weighing the advantages 
of dulness over the over-excitement of too much company, 
but have not yet come to a conclusion. What is the 
news ) for we see no paper here ; perhaps you can send 
us an old one from Malta. Only, I heanl a butcher in 
the marketplace whisper something about a change of 
ministry. I don’t know who’s in or out, or care, only as 
It might affect you. For domestic doings, I have only 
to tell, with extreme regret, that poor Elisa Fenwick 
(that was) — Mrs. Rutherford — is dead ; and that we 
have received a most heart-broken letter frmm her mother 
-«*-lefr with four grandchildren, orphans of a living 
fcmmdrel luiidng a^ut the potbmises of Little BuMwii 
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Street, London : they and she — Crod^help W ! — at .Kev 
York. I have just received Godwin’s third volume of 
the Repuhlicy which only reaches to the commencement 
of the Protectorate. I think he means to spin it out to 
bis life’s thread. Have yon seen Foam’s AtUirTookef 
I am no judge of such things — you are ; but 1 think it 
very clever indeed. If I knew your bookseller, I’d order 
it for you at a venture : ’tis two octavos, Longman and 
Go. Or do you read now 1 Tell it not in the Admiralty 
Court, but my head aches hesterm vino. I can scarce 
pump up words, much less ideas, congruous to be sent so 
ftir. But your son must have this by to-night’s post . . 
Manning is gone to Rome, Naples, etc., probably to touch 
at Sicily, Malta, Guernsey, etc. ; but I don’t know the 
map. Haaditt is resident at Paris, whence be pours his 
lampoons in safety at bis friends in England. He has 
his boy with him. I am teaching Emma Latin. By the 
time you can answer this, she will he qualified to instruct 
yoimg latlies : she is a capital English reader : and S. T. 0. 
acknowledges that a part of a passage in Milton she read 
l)6tter than he, and ftart be read best, her ]>art being the 

shorter. But, seriously, if Lady St (oblivions 

pen, that was alwut to write ifra /) could hear of such 
a young [)ermn wantal (she smatters of French, some 
Italian, music of course), we'd send our loves by her. My 
congratulations and assurances of old esteem. 0. L 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Le-itbk ccxcvm.] Aufftuft 10 , 1827. 

Dear B. B. — I have not been able to answer you, for 
we have had and are having (I just snatch a moment) 
our poor quiet nrtreat, to which we flied from society, 
full of roiii|)any — setme staying with us; and this 
moment, as I write, almost, a heavy importadoii of two 
old ladies has come in. Whitiier can 1 take wing fhup 
the o|q>reiiAkm of human faosit Would I were in a 
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wHdernett of apes, tossiiig cocoa-nuts about, gniming and 
gnnn6d at 1 

Mitford was hoaxing you, surely, about my engraving ; 
’tis a little uxpenny thing, too like by half, in which the 
draughtsman has done his best to avoid flattery. There 
have been two editions of it, which I think are all gone, 
as they have vanished from the window where they 
hung — a print-shop, comer of Great and Little Queen 
Streets, lincoln’s Inn Fields, where any London Mend 
of yours may inquire for it ; for I am (though you wmH 
understand it) at Enfield Chase (Mrs. Leishman^s). We 
have been here near three months, and shall stay two 
more, if people will let us alone ; W they persecute us 
from village to village. So, don’t direct to IsUnffkm 
again, till further notice. I am trying my hand at a 
d^ma, in two acts, founded on Orab^’s ** Confidant,” 
mutatis mutandis. You like the Odyssey. Bid you ever 
read my “ Adventures of Ulysses,” founded on Chapman’s 
old translation of it t For children or men. Chapman 
is divine, and my abridgment has not quite emptied him 
of his divinity. When you come to town I’ll show it to 
you. You,have well described your old-fashioned grand 
paternal ball. Is it not odd that every one’s earliest 
recollections are of some such place i 1 had my Blakes- 
ware (Blakesmoor in the London), Nothing fills a child’s 
mind Uko a huge old nuuision ; better if nn — or partially 
— occupied ; peopled with the spirits of deceased members 
cf the coun^ and Justices of the Quorum. Would I were 
buried in the peopled solitude of one, with my feelings 
at seven years old ! Those marble busts of the Emperors, 
they seemed as if they were to stand for ever, as they 
had stood from the living days of Home, in that old 
marble ball, and I to partake of their permanency. 
Eternity was, while 1 thought not of Time. But he 
of me, and they are toppled down, and com 
c over s iShn spot of the nol^ old dwelling and Its priticely 
gardens. 1 feel like a grasshopper that, chirping ahmtl 
the grounds, escaped his scythe only by my litUenesi. 
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Even now he is whetting one of his smallest rasois to 
clean wipe me out, perhaps. Well ! 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Letter CCXCIX.] [August 10, 1827.] 

My dear Hone — We are both excessively grieved at 
dear Matilda’s illness, whom we have ever regarded with 
the greatest respect. Pray (Jod, your next news, which 
we shall expect most anxiously, shall give hopes of her 
recovery. 

Mary kee|)8 her health very well, and joins in kind 
nmiembrances and l^est wishes. 

A few more Numlxjrs (about 7) will empty my 
Rxtnvct Book ; then we will consult about the “ Speci- 
mens.” By then, 1 h()[)e you will be able to talk about 
busiiK^ss. How' you continue your book at all, and so 
well, in trying circumstances, I know not. But don’t 
let it 8to{K Would to God I could lielp you ! — but we 
have the house full of company, which wc came to avoid. 

Gixl bless you. C. L. 

Mr. Hone, 

22, BttlviJerc Place, 

Southwark. 


To BERNARD BARTON. ^ 

Letter C?CC.] August 28, 1827. 

Dear B. B.~ ~ I am thankful to you for your ready 
compliance with my wishes. Emma is delighted with 
your verses, to which 1 have appended this notice, ** The 
sixth line refers to the child of a dear friend of the 
author’s, nameii Emma,” without which it must be ohsciize, 
and have sent it with four album poems of my own (your 
daughter’s with your beading, requesUng it a place next 
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mine), to a Mr. Fraser, who is to be editor of a more 
buperb pocket-book than has yet appeared, by fax 1 the 
property of some wealthy booksellers ; but whom, or what 
its name, I foi^got to ask. It is actually to hare in it 
at^hoolboy exercises by his present Migesty and the late 
Duke of York. So Lucy will come to Court ; how she 
will be stared at ! Wordsworth is named as a contributor. 
Fraser, whom I have slightly seen, is editor of a forthcome 
or coming Review of foreign boolM, and is intimately con- 
nected with Lockhart, eta So I t^e it that this is a con- 
cern of Murray^s. Walter Scott also contributes mainly. 
I have stood off a long time from these annuals, which are 
ostentatious trumpery, but could not withstand the request 
of Jameson, a particular friend of mine and Oolerid^ 

1 shall hate myself in frippery, strutting along, and 
vying finery with beaux and belles, with ** future Lord 
Byrons and sweet L. R L’s.’’ Your taste, I see, is less 
simple than mine, which the <iifterenoe of our {lersuasions 
has doubtless effected. In fact, of late you have so 
Frenchified your style, larding it with fiors de comhata^ 
and au desopoir^^ that o' my conscience the Foxian bloocl 
is quite dried out of you, and the skipping Monsieur 
spirit has been infused. Doth Lucy go to balls? I 
must remodel my lines, which I wrote for her. I hope 
A. K. keeps to her primitives. 

If you have anything you'd like to send further, I 
daresay an honourable place would be given to it ; but I 
have not heard from Fraser since 1 sent mine, nor shall 
probably again, and therefore I do not solicit it as from 
him. Yesterday I sent off my tragi -comedy to Mr. 
Kemble. Wish it luck. I made it all ('tis bhwk verse, 
and I think of the tnie old dramatic cut) or most of it in 
the green lanes about Rnfield, where I am, and mean to 
remain, in spite of your peremptory doubts on that bead. 
Your refijsal to lend your poetical sanction to my ** Icon," 
and your reasons to Evans, are most sensible. Maybe 1 
may hit on a line or two of my own jocular ; maybe not 
Do you never Londonise again t I should like to talk 
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met old poetry with you of which I have much, and you, 
I think, little. Do your Drummonds allow no holidays f 
I would willingly come and work for you a three weeks 
or so, to let you loose. Would I could sell or give you 
some of my leisure ! Positively, the best thing a man 
can have to do is nothing, and next to that perhaps — 
good works. I am but poorlyish, and feel myself wdting 
a dull letter; poorlyish from company; not generally, 
for 1 never was better, nor took more walks, fourteen 
mil^ a day on an average, with a sporting dog, Dash. 
You would not know the plain poet, any more tlian he 
doth recognise James Nayler trick’d out au d^^erpoy 
(how do you spell it 1) En passarU^ J*aime entendre de 
mon Inm homme sur surveillance de croix^ ma pas Phomme 
figuratif. Do you understand me ? C. Lamb. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lrttek CCCL] Sunday, September 2 [1827J. 

Dear Hone— By the verses in yesterday’s Table Book^ 
sign’d ♦, I judge you are going on better ; but I want to 
be resold d, AUsop promised to call on you, and let me 
know, but has not Pray attend to this ; and send me 
the number before the present (pages 225 to 256), which 
my newsman has neglect’d. Your book improves every 
week. I have written here a thing in 2 acts, and sent 
it to Cov’ Gard. 

You», C. Lamb. 


To J. *B. DIBDIN. 

Lxrraa CCCII.J September 5, 1827. 

Dear Dib. — Emma Isola, who is with us, has opened 
an aBmm .* bring some verses with yon for it on Saturn 
dsor evening. Any fun wQl da I am teaching her 
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Latin ; you may make something of that Don't be 
moclest. For in it you $haU appear, if I rummage out 
some of your old pleasant letters for rhymes. But an 
original is better. 

Has your Pa ♦ any scrap % 0. L. 

We shall be mod glad to see your sister or ohtero 
with you. Can't you contrive iti Write in that case. 

* The infantile word for father. 

T. Dibdin, Esci*, 

Messrs. Kailtons\ 

Old Jewry, London. 


LKn’ER OCCIIL] September 13, 1827. 

Dear John — Your yerw^s are very pleasant, and have 
been adopted into the splendid Emmatic constellation, 
wliere they are not of the least magnitude. She Is 
delighted with their merit and readiness. They are just 
the thing.' The 14th lino is found. Wo atlvertiscd it. 
“ Hell is cooling for want of company.” We shall make 
it up, along with our kitchen fire to roast you into our new 
House where I ho})e you wiU find us in a few Sundays, We 
have acitially taken it, and a compact thing it will be. 

Kemble does not return till the month's end. 

My heart sometimes is good, sometimes bad about it, 
as the day turns out wet or walky. 

Emma has just died, choked with a Gerund < in -dum. 
On opening her, we found a Participle- in -rus in the peri* 
eardium. The King never dies, which may be the reason 
that it always rei^n* here. 

We join in loves. C. L. his orthograph. 

What a pen ! 

Mr. John B. Dibdin, 

Mosirs. Bankingi, 

Old Jewry. 
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To THOMAS HOOD, 

Lftteh CCOIV.) Tuesday [Septemlnsr 18, 1827.) 

Dear Hood — If I have anything in my head, I will 
send it to Mr. Watts. Strictly speaking, he should have 
ha<l my album-verses, but a very intimate friend impor- 
tuned me for the trifles, and I believe I forgot Mr. Watts, 
or lost sight at the time of his similar souvenir. Jamieson 
conveyed the farce from me to Mrs. 0. Kemble ; he will 
not be in town before the 27th. Give our kind loves to 
all at Highgate, and tell them that we have finally tom 
ourselves outright away from Colebrooke, where I had no 
health, and are about to donuciliate for good at Enfield, 
where I have experienced good. 

** Ijonl, wliat good hours do we keep ! 

How quietly we sleep P* 

See the rest in the Complete Angler. 

We have got our books into our new house. I am a 
dray-horse, if I was not asham’d of the undigi^atcd, 
dirty lumlHjr, as I toppletl ’em out of the cart, and blest 
llecky that came with ’em for her having an imstuffd 
brain with such rubbish. We shall get in by MichaeVs 
Mass. *Twas with some pain we were evuls’d from Cole- 
brook. You may find some of our flesh sticking to the 
door-posts. To change habitations is to die to them ; 
and in roy time I have died seven dea^ ^But I don’t 
know whether evei^ such change does not bring with it 
a rejuvenescence. ’Tis an enterprise; and shoves back 
the sense of death’s approximating, which, tho’ not terrible 
to me, is at all times {larticularly distasti^l. My house- 
deaths have generally bemi periodical, recurring after 
seven years ; but this last is premature by half that 
time. Cut off in the flower of Oolebrook 1 The Middle- 
tonlan stream, and all its echoes, moiun. Even minnows 
dwindle. A parmfiuni minimi/ I fear to invite Mia 
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Hood to our new numBion, lest ehe envy it, and hate na 
But when we are fiuirly in, I hope she will oome and tiy 
it. I heard she and you were made ancomfbrtahle by 
some unworthy4o>b6-cs^>for attacks, and hare tried to 
set up a feeble counter-action thro’ the Table Book of 
last Saturday. Has it not reach’d you, that you are silent 
about it) Our new domidle is no manor-house; but 
new, and externally not inviting, but furnish’d within 
with every convenience : capital new locks to every door, 
capital grates in every room ; with nothing to pay for 
incoming; and the rent £10 less than the Islington one. 
It was built, a few years since, at £1100 ex|ience, they 
tell me — and I perfectly believe it. And I get it for 
£35, exclusive of moderate taxes. We think ourselves 
most lucky. 

It is not our intention to abandon Regent Street, 
and West -End perambulations (monastic and terrible 
thought !), but occasionally to breathe the fretdicr air of 
the met’^opolis. We shall put up a bedroom or two (all 
wc want) for occasional ex -rustication, where wo shall 
visit — not be visited. Plays, too, w(?’ll see — perha]>s our 
own ; Urbani Sylvani and Sylvan Urbanuses in turn ; 
courtiers for a sport, then philosophers ; old, homtdy tell- 
truths and learn-trutlis in the virtuous shades of Enfield, 
liars again and mocking gibers in the coffee-houses and 
resorts of London. What can a mortal desire more for 
his bi-parted nature 1 

0, the curds-and-cream you shall eat with us here 1 

0, the turtle-soup and lobster-salads we shall devour 
with you there ! 

0, the old books we shall peruse here ! 

O, the new nonsense we shall trifle over there ! 

0 , Sir T. Browne, here t 

0 , Mr. Hood and Mr. Jerdati, there ! 

Thine, 

01 (vBBAirus) L. (sYLVAjrus) — (Elia ambo) 

Inclos’d are verses which Emma sat down to write 
(her first) on the eve after your departura Of oomaev 
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are only for Mrs. H.’8 perusal They will shew, at 
least, that one of our party is not willing to cot old 
Ifimids. What to call ’em I don’t know. Blank verse 
they are not, because of the rhymes ; rhymes they are 
not, because of the blank verse; heroics they are not, 
because they arc lyric ; lyric they are not, because of the 
heroic measure. They must be call’d Emmaics. 

The HomU, 2, Robert Street, 

Adelphi, London. 


To J. B. DIBDIN. 

Lrtteii CCC V . 1 Sepiemher 1 8, 1 827. 

My dear, and now more so, John — How that name 
smacks ! What an honest, full, English, and yet withal 
holy and apostolic sound it bears, above the methodistical 
priggish Bishoppy name of Timothy, under which I had 
obscured your merits ! 

What I think of the paternal verses you shall read 
within, which 1 assure you is not |x?n praise but heart 
pnuse. 

It is tlie gem of the Dibdin Muses. I have got all 
my l)ooks into my new house, ami their readers in a fort> 
night will follow, to whose joint converse nobody shall bo 
more welcome tluin you, and any of y(mr$. 

The house is {lorfection to our use and comfort 
Milton is come. I wish Wordsworth wer^hcre to mcHJt 
him. The next un|x>rtatifm is of pots and saucepans, 
window curtains, crockery, and such l)ase ware. m 

The pleasure of moving, when Becky moves for you. . 
O the moving Becky ! 1 hqpe you will come and warm 
the house with the first. 

From my U*m|M;»rary dumidlc, Enfield. 

Elia, that ** U to ga” 

Mr. John Dibdin, 

Mesm. RanklngiL 
Old Jewry. 
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To HENRY COLBURN 

Efijicld Chase SiAs^ 

Lkttku CCCVI.] /September 25, 1827. 

Bear Sir — I bc^ leave in the wannest manner to 
recommend to your notice Mr. Moxou, the hearer of this, 
if by any chance yourself should want a steady hand in 
your business, or know of any Publisher that may want 
such a one. He is at present in the house of Messrs. 
Longman and Co., whei'e he has been established for 
more than six years, and has the conduct of one of the 
four departments of the Country Line. A difference 
respecting salary, which he expected to be a little raised 
on his last promotion, makes him wish to try to better 
himself 1 bcliovo him to be a young man of tlie highest 
integrity and a thorough man of business, and sliould not 
have taken the liVtcrty of recommonding him, if I had 
not thought him capjiblc of Iwjing higldy useffuL 
I am, Sir, with great resjioct, your h’blc servant, 

CuARLKs Lamb. 


To P. O. PATMORE. 

Mrs. Leishinan's, Chase, Er^/ield, 
Lctteb CCeVn.] September 1827. 

Bear P. — Excuse my anxiety, but how is Bash! I 
4 ,ahottld have asked if Mrs. Patmore kept her rules, and 
was improving ; but Bash came uppermost The order 
of our thoughts should be tlm order of our writing. Goes 
he muzzled, or aperto ore f Are his intellects sound, or 
does he wander a little in his conversation I You cannot 
l»e too carefid to watch the first symptoms of incoherence. 
The first illogical snarl he makes, to St Luke's with lum ! 
All the dogs here are going mad, if you believe the over- 
seers ; but I iirotest tliey seem to me very rational and 
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eolleetied But nothing is so deceitful as mad people, to 
thoee who are not used to them. Try him with hot 
water : if he won’t lick it up it is a sign he does not like 
ii Docs his tail wag horizontally, or perpendicularly 1 
That has decided the fate of many dogs in Enfield. Is 
his general de|X)rtmcnt cheerful 1 I mean when he is 
plea ^ — for otherwise there is no judging. You can’t 
be too careful Has he bit any of the children yet ? If 
he has, have them shot, and keep Mm for ciuiosity, to 
see if it was the hydrophobia. They say all our army in 
India had it at one time ; but that was in //yefer-Ally’s 
time Do you get paunch for him ? Take care the sheep 
was sane. You might puli out his teeth (if he would let 
you), and then you need not mind if he were as mad as 
a B^lamite. It would be rather fun to sc^^ his odd ways. 

It might amuse Mrs. P and the children. They’d 

liave more sense than he. He’d be like a fool kept in a 
family, to keep the household in good humour with their 
own understanding. You might teach him the mad 
dance, set to the mad howl Madge Owlet would be 
nothing to him. ** My ! how he caiiers 1” {In the margin 
is written^ “ One of the cMldrtn speaks fAw.”] . , What 

I scratch out is a German quotation, from Lessing, on 
the bite of rabid animals ; but 1 remember you don’t read 

German. But Mrs. P may, so I wish I had let it 

stand. The tuetuiing in Englisli is — Avoid to approach 
an animal sus|iected of madness, as you would avoid fire 
or a precipice,” which I think is a scnsiblj} observation. 
The Gerais are oertainly profounder than we. If the 
slightest suspicion arises in your breast that all is not 
right with him, muzzle him and lead him in a string 
(common pack-thread will do — he don’t care for twist) 
to Mr. Hood’s, his quondam master, and he’ll take him in 
at any time. You may niention your suspiciou, or not, 
as you like, or as you think it may wound or not Mr. H.’s 
fedinga Hi>od, 1 know, win wink at a few follies in 
Dash, in constderation of his former sense. Besides, Hood 
is and if you hinted anything, ten to cme he would 
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not hear you. Besides, jon will have discharged your 
conscience, and laid the child at the right door, as 
they say. 

We are dawdling our time away very idly and plea- 
santly at a Mrs. Irishman’s, Chase, Enfield, where, if 
you come a-hunting, we can give you cold meat and a 
tankard Her husl^d is a tailor ; but that, you know, 
does not make her ona 1 knew a jailor (which rhymes), 
but his wife was a fine lady. 

Let us hear from you respecting Mih. P ^ regimen. 

I send my love in a to Dash. 0. Lamb 

[What follows was written on the ouiside of the 
letter : — ] 

Seriously, 1 wish you would call upon Hood when you 
are that way. He’s a capital fellow. Pve sent him two 
poems, one ordered by his wife, and written to order; 
and *tis a week since, and Pve not heard from him. I 
fear 'imething is the matter. 

Our kindest remembrance to Mrs. P. 


To H. CRABB ROBINSON. 

Lsmm CCCVIII. j Cha»e Side, October 1, 1827. 

Dear R. — I am settled for life I hope at Enfield I 
have taken the prettiest, compactest house 1 ever saw, 
near to Antony ^binson’s t but, alas ! at the expense of 
poor Mary, who was taken IB of her old complaint the 
ni^t before we got into it So I must suspend the 
^^isure I expected in the smi^rtse you would have had 
in coming down, and finding us householders. Farewell, 
tiU we can dl meet comfortable. Pray apprise Martin 
Burney. Him 1 longed to have seen with you ; but our 
house is too sotall to meet either of you without her 
knowledge. 

God bless yoa 
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To J. B. BIBDIN. 


tmrm CCCIX,] OeU^ % 1827. 

My dear Dibdin — It gives me great pain to have to 
say that I cannot have the pleasure of seeing you for 
some time. We are in oiu* house, but Mary has been 
seised with one of her periodical disorders — a temporary 
derangement — which commonly lasts for two months. 
You shall have the first notice of her convalescence. Can 
you not send your manuscript by the coach 1 directed to 
Oliase Side, next to Mr. Westwood^s Insurance Office. I 
will take great care of it 

Yours most truly, 0. La^tb. 


To BARRON FIELD. 


bWTRR CCOX.] Ckf^her 4, 1827 

• I am not in humour to return a fit reply to your 
pleasant letter. We are fairly housed at Enfield, and 
an angel shall not fMjrsuade me to wicked London again. 
We have now six 8abl)athday8 in a week for — none/ 
The change has worked on iny sister's mind to make her 
ill ; and I must wait a tedious time l)efore we oin hope 
to eiyoy this place in unison. £i\;oy it, when she recovers, 
I know we shall I see no sh^ow, but in J^er illness, 
for repenting the step ! For Mathews — I know my own 
utter unfitness for such a task. I am no hand at describ- 
ing costumes, a great requisite in m account of mannered 
pidurea I have not the slightest acquaintance with 
pictorial huiguoge even. An imitator of me, or rather 
pretender to be me, in his ** Rejected Articles,'* has made 
me ininuhdy descrilie the dresses of the poissardes at 
Calais t — I could as soon resolve Euclid. 1 have no eye 
for forms and fasluoiit. 1 substitute analysis, and get 
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rid of the phenomenon by sinning in for it its impres* 
sloa I am sure you must have observed this dei^t, or 
peculiarity, in uiy writings; else the delight would be 
incalctdalle in doing such a thing for Mathews — whom 1 
greatly like — and Mrs. Mathews, whom I almost greatlier 
Hka What a feast 'twould be to be sitting at the 
pictures painting ’em into words ; but 1 could Ernest as 
soon make words into pictures. I speak this delilx*^rately, 
and not out of modesty. I pretty well know what 1 
can’t do. 

My sister’s verses are homely, but just what they 
should be ; 1 send them, not for the poetry, but the 
good sense and good will of them. I was beginning to 
trauscribe ; but Emma is sadly jealous of its getting into 
more hands, and I won’t spoil it in her eyes by divulging 
it Como to Enfield, and read iU As my poor cousin, 
the bookbinder, now with God, told me most sentiment- 
ally, that having purchased a picture of fish at a dea<l 
man’s -’‘de, his heart Jiched to see how the widow giieved 
to part with it, being her dear huslmnd’s favourite ; and 
he almost apologised for his generosity by saying he could 
not help,, telling the widow she was “ welcome to come 
and look at it” — e,g, at hu hou&t — “as oflea as she 
pleased.” There was the germ of generosity in an un- 
cducatcHl mind He had just reading enough from the 
backs of books for the “nec sinit esse feros”; had he 
road inside, the same impulse would have led him to 
give back the two-giunea thing — with a request to see 
It, now and then, at her house. We are parroted iuto 
delicacy. — Thus you have a tale for a Sonnet 

Adieu ! with (imagine both) our loves. 0* L, 

To H. DODWELL. 


Umn CCCXI.) Ctoo&cr 7, 1827. 

Let us meet if possible wlien you hobble U> imm, 
£^/d CAa$e, nearly opposite to the 1st cha|>el ; or 
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better to define it, east side opposite a white Hotise in 
which a Mrs. Vaughan (in ill h^th) still resides. 

My dear Dodwell — Your little pig found his way to 
Enfield this morning without his feet, or rather his little 
feet came first, and as I guessed the rest of him soon 
followed. He is quite a ^uty. It was a pity to kill 
him, or rcUher^ as Rice would say, it would have been a 
pity not to kill him, in his state of innocence. He might 
have lived to be corrupted by the ways of the world, and 
for all his delicate promise have turned out, like an old 
Tea Bioker you and I remember, a lump of fat rusty 
Bacon. Bacon was a Beast, my fiiend at Oalne, Marsh, 
used to say — or was it Bendry ? A rasher of the latter 
still bangs up in LeadenhalL Your kind letter has left 
a relish u{x)n my taste; it read worm and short as 
to-morrow’s crackling. 

I am not quite so comfortable at home yet as I should 
be else in the neatest compactest house I ever got 
— a perfect God-send ; but for some weeks I must enjoy 
it alone. She always comes round again. It is a bouse 
of a few years’ standing, built (for its size with every 
convenience) by an old humourist for himself, which he 
tired of as soon as he got warm in it. Grato, locks, a 
pump, convenience indescribable, and cheap as if it had 
been old and craved reimrs. For me, who always take 
the first thing that offers, how lucky that the best should 
first offer itself ! My books, my prints are up, and I seem 
(so like this room I write in is to a room there) to have 
come hefe transported in the night, lilqs GliUiver in his 
fiying house ; and to add to the deception, the New River 
has come down from Islington with me. ’Twas what I 
wished — to move my hofiee^ and I have realised it Only 
Instead of com|>any seven nights in the week, I see mj 
firiends on the First Day of it, and eigqy six real Sabbatlis. 
The Museum is a loss, but I am not so fiur but I can visit 
It occasionally ; and I have exhaitsted the Plays there. 

** Indisputably I shall allow no sage and onion to be 
cramm’d into the throat of so tender a suckling. 
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** Bread and milk with some odorlferoua mint, and 
itveret minced. 

Come and tell me when he cries, that I may catch 
his little eyes. 

“ And do it nice and crips*'* (That’s the Cook’s word.) 
You’ll excuse me, I have been only speakiug to Becky 
atK>nt the dinner to-morrow. After it, a glass of i^ldom* 
drunk wine to my friend Dodwell, and, if he will give a 
stninger leave, to Mrs. Dodwell : then to the memory of 
the last, and of the last but one, learned Dodwell, of 
whom, but not whom, 1 have read so much. The next 
to the ** Outward and Homeward bound ships ” — and, if 
the bottle lasts, to the Chairman, Deputy^Obairman, the 
Court of Directors, the Secretary, the Treasurer, and 
Accomptant-General, of the East India Company, with a 
blunt bumper at parting to P All I can do, 1 can- 
not make P look like a n, yet he is portly, 

majestic, hath his nods, his condescensions, his variety of 
liehaviour to suit your Director, your Upper Clerk, your 
Ryles, and your Winfields, he tempers mirth with gravity, 
gives no affront, and expects to receive none, is honourable, 
mannered, of good bearing, looks like a man who, accus- 
tomed to respect othem, silently extorts res|)ect from them, 
has it as a sort of in course ; without claiming it, finds 
it What do 1 miss in him, then, of the essentials of 
gentlemanhood 1 He is right sterling — but then, some- 
how, he always has that d d large Goldsmith’s Hall 

mark staring upon him. Possibly he is too fat for a 
gentleman — then I think of Charles Fox in tfe Dropsy ; 
and the burly old Duke of Norfolk, a nobleman, every 
stun of him ! 

I am afraid now you and ore gone, there’s scarce 

an ofBeer in the Civil ^rvice quite comes up to my notion 
of a gentleman. D certainly does noC, nor his friend 

0 bobs. K curtsies, W— bows like the * 

son of a dtieen ; F like a village apothecary ; C-—- 

tike tile Squire’s younger Brother ; E-— like a caroeedile 
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OB bis hind leg* ; H never bows at all — ^at least to 

me. 8 spulters and stutters. W halters and 

Mmtters. R is a coal-heaver. Wolf wants my 

clothing. 0 simmers, but never boils over. D 

ia a Butterfirkin, sidt butter. 0 , a pepper-box, 

cayenne. For A , E , and 0 , I can answer 

iliat they have not the slightest pretensions to anything 
but rusticity. Marry, the remaining vowels had some- 
thing of civility al)out them. Can you make top or tail 
of this nonsense, or tell where it begins ? I will it 
How an error in the outset infects to the end of life, or 
of a sheet of paper ! Cordially adieu. C. Lamr 

H. Dodwell, E 8 (k 

Maidoiincad, 

Berks. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lrtter CeeXir.] lOelober 1827.J 

Dear Hone - I wum most sensibly gnitified by receiving 
the T. B. on Frhluy evening at Enfield ! I 

Thank you. In hjiste, C. L. 

Don’t spare the Extracts. Tbeyll eko out till 
Christmas. 

How is your daughter! 

Mr. ^ 

22 , B<dvi<l«*ro naoe, 

Southwark. 


To LEIGH HUNT. 


^ LxrmR cccxni. 1 (AWmArr] 1827. 

Ihw II. — 1 am here almnst in the deventli week ol 
the longest illness my sister ever luul, and no symptoiius 
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of amendment Some had beguB, but relapsed with a 
change of nurse. If she ever gets well, you will like my 
house, and 1 shall be happy to show you Endeld country. 

As to my head, it is perfectly at your or any one^s 
service; either Myers’ or Hazlitt’s, — which last (done 
fifteen or twenty years since) White, of the Accountant's 
Office, India House, has ; he lives in Kentish Town — I 
forget where; but is to be found in licadenhall daily. 
Take your choice. I should be proud to hang up as an 
alehouse-sign even ; or, rather, I care not about my head 
or anything, but how we are to get well again, for I am 
tired out. 

God bless you and yours from the worst calamity. 

Yours truly, C. L. 

Kindest remembrances to Mrs. Hunt. H.’s is in a 
4ucer dress. M.’s would be preferable ad 2>opulum, 


To BERNARD BARTON. 


Chme Sukf JSnfieldt 

l.EiTKi; CCCXIV, ] Nimna>cr 1827. 

Idy dear B. B. — You will understand my silence when 
I Uil you that my sister, on the very eve of entering into 
a new house we have taken at Enfield, was surpriscMl 
with an attack of one of her sad long illnesses, which 
deprive me of her society, though not of her domestication, 
for eight or nine weeks together. I see her, but it does 
her no good But for this, we have the snuggest, most 
comfortable house, with everything most compact and 
denntblc. Colebrook is a wilderness. The boolu, jintits, 
etc., are come here, and the New River came down with 
us. The familiar prints, the bust, the Milton, seem scarce 
to have changed their rooms. One of her last observations 
was How ^ghtfuUy like this room is to our room in 
Isliiigton!” — oiu- up-stairs room, she meant How I 
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hope you will come some better day, and judge of it! 
We have tried quiet here for four months, ai^ I will 
answer for the comfort of it enduring. 

On emptying my bookshelves I found an Ulysses, 
which I will send to A. K when 1 go to town, for her 
acceptance — ^unless the book he out of print One likes 
to have one copy of everything one does. I neglected to 
keep one of “ Poetry for Children,” the joint production 
of Mary and me, and it is not to \ye ha<i for love or 
taoney. It had in the title-page “ by the Author of Mrs. 
Lester’s School.” Know you any one that has it, and 
would exchange it 1 

Strolling to Waltham Cross the other day, I hit off 
these lines. It is one of the crosses which Edward 
I. caused to l)c built for his wife at every town 
where her corpse rested between Northamptonshire and 
London ; — 

A fitately cixMts each ftad spot doth attest, 

Whereat the coipse of Eleanor did rest, 

From Hcrtlliy fetch’d — her s])ou8e so honour'd her— 

To slw'p with royal dust at Westminster. 

And, if li Hs [mmimus obsequies were thine, 

Dtiko Ilrunswick'a daughter, princely Caroline, 

Grudge not, great ghost, nor*count thy funeral losses : 

Thou in thy life-time had'st thy share of crosses. 

My dear 11. — My hemi aches with tliis little excursion. 
Pray accept two sides for three for once, and believe me 
yours sadly, C. L 


LiTTTaa CeeXV.] Peemiber i, 1627 , 

My dear B. R — I have scarce spirits to write, yet am 
hams^l with not writing. Nine weeks are completed, 
and Mary docs not get any better. It is petfecUy 
exhausting. Enfield, and everything, is very gloomy. 
But for long ex^ieriencc I should fear her ever getting 
well 1 feci most thankful for the spiiisterly attentions 
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of your sister. Thank the kind knitter in the sun!*’ 
What nonsense seems verse, when one is seriously out 
of hope and spirits! I mean, that at this time I 
hare some nonsense to write, under pain of indvility. 
Would to the fifth heaven no coxcombess had invented 
Albums ! 

1 liave not had a Bijoux, nor the slightest notice from 
Pickering about omitting four out of five of my things. 
The bfist thing is never to hear of such a tiling as 
a bookseller again, or to think there are publishers. 
Second-hand stationers and old book -stalls for me. 
Authorship sliould be an idea of the pash Old kings, 
old bishops, are venerable ; all present is hollow. 1 can- 
not make a letter. I have no straw, not a pennyworth 
of chaff, only this may stoj) your tod importunity to 
know about us. Here is a comfortable house, but no 
Umants. One does not make a household. Do not think 
I am quite in des^iair ; but, in addition to hope protnictod, 
I have .1 stupifyiug cold and obstructing headache, and 
the sun is dead 

I will not fail to apprise you of the revival of a Ijcam. 
Meantime, accept this, rather than think I have forgotten 
you all Ih^st remembrances. 

Youis and theirs truly, C. Lamb. 


To THOMAS ALLSOP. 

Lurrsa CCCXVI.] Deemher 20, 1827. 

My dear Allsop — I have writ to say to you that I 
hqpe to have a comfortable X-mas^y with Maiy, and 1 
cannot bring myself to go from home at present. Your 
kind ofivT, and the kind consent of the young Lady to 
come, we feel as we should do ; pray accept of you 
our todest thanks : at present I think a Visitor (g^ 
and cxceHcnt as we remember her to be) might a Utile 
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put 118 out of our way. Emma is with us, and our small 
house just holds us, without obliging Mary to sleep with 
Becky, etc. 

We are going on extremely comfortable, and shall soon 
be in cariacity of seeing our fnends. Much weakness is 
left still. With thanks and old remembrances, 

Yours, C. L. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lbttrh CCCXVII.] [December] 1827. 

My d«ir B. — Wo are all pretty well again and com- 
fortable, and I take a firat opportunity of sending the 
“ Adventures of Ulysses,” hoping that among us — Homer, 
Chapman, and Co. — we shall afford you some pleasure. 
I fear it is out of print ; if not, A. K. will accept it, with 
wishes it were bigger ; if another copy is not b) be had, 
it reverts to mo and my heirs for ever. With it I send 
a trumi^ry l)ook ; to which, without my knowledge, the 
editor of the Bijoux has contributed Liicy^s versefi ; I am 
ashamed to ask her acceptance of the trash accompanying 
it Adieu to Albums — for a great while — I said when I 
e^unc here, aud had not been ftxe<l for two days ; but ray 
landlord’s daughter (not at the Pothouse) requested me 
to write in her female friends’ and in her own. If I go 

to thou art there also, 0 all pervading Album 1 

All over the Leeward Islands, in Newfoundland, and the 
Back Scttleincnts, I understand there la no other reading. 
They haimt me. I die of Alboidiobia! C. L. 


Lottbr CCCXVHI.l 1827. 

My dear B. R — A gentleman I never saw before 
brought me your welcome inreseut Imagine a amfdngi 
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Addling, fidgeting, petit-mattre of a dandng ichodi 
advancing into my plain parlour with a coapde and a 
sideling and presenting the book as if he had been 
handing a gto of lemonade to a young miss : imagine 
thig, mid contrast it with the serious nature of the 
presented ! Then task your imagination, reversing this 
picture, to conemve of quite an opposite messenger, a 
lean, strait-locked, whey-foccd Methodist, for such was he 
in r^ity who brought it, the Genius /it seems) of the 
Wesleyan Magazine. Certes, friend B., thy Widow’s Talc 
is too horrible, spite of the lenitives of Religion, to 
embody in verse; I hold prose to be the appropriate 
expositor of such atrocities! No offence, but it is a 
cordial that makes the heart sick. Still thy skill in 
compounding it I do not deny. I turn to what gave 
me less mingled pleasure. I find mark’d with pencil 
these pages in thy pretty book, and fear I have been 
penurious : — 

Page 52, 53— Capitol. 

„ 59 — 6th stanza, exquisite simile. 

„ 61 — 11th starn^ equally good. 

„ 108 — 3rd stanza, I long to see Van Balen. 

„ 111 — A downright good sonnet. Diet, 

„ 153 — Lines at the bottom. 

So you sec, 1 read, hear, and markf if I don’t learn. In 
shorty this little volume is no dis^edit to any of your 
former, and betrays none of the senility you fear a1)out 
Apropoi of Van Balen, an artist who painted me lately, 
h^ painted a blackamoor praying, and not filling his 
canv^ stuffed in his little girl aside of Blaekey, gaping 
at him unmeaningly ; and then didn’t know what to call 
it Now for a picture to be promoted to the Exhibition 
(Sttff[>lk Street) as IlistoruxU^ a subject is requisite. 
What docs me 1 I but christened it the “ Young Cate- 
chist’’ and furbish’d it with dialogue following, w*hidb 
dnbb’d it an Historical Painting Nothing to a frieml 
at need. 

ypu IL 


0 
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“ Wliile this tawny Etliiop prayotlw 
Painter, who is she that stayeth 
By, with skin of whitest lustre ; 

Sunny locks, a shining cluster ; 

Saint-like seeming to direct him 
To the Power that must protect him ! 

Is she of the heav*n bom Three, 

Meek Hope, strong Faith, sweet Charity f 
Or some Cherub ? 

“ They you mention 
Far transcend my weak invention. 

"Tis a simple Christian child. 

Missionary young and mild, 

From her store of script’ral knowledge 
(Bible-taught without a college), 

Which by reading she could gather, 

Teaches him to say Our Father 
To the common Parent, who 
Colour not respects, nor hue. 

White and black in Him hare part, 

Who looks not to the skin, but heart** 

When I’d done it, the artist (who had clapt in Miss 
merely as a fill-space) swore I exprest his full meaning, 
and the daiuosel bridled up into a missionary’s vanity. 
1 like verses to exphiin pictures ; seldom pictures to illus- 
trate poems. Yoiu: woodcut is a rueful lignum mortis. 
By the by, is the widow likely to miirry again ? 

I am giving the fruit of my old play reading at the 
Museum to Hone, who sots forth a {X)rtiou weekly in the 
Tiihk liiXtL Do you see it? How is Mitford? — IH 
just hint that the pitcher, the chonl, and the bowl are a 
little too often repeated (fsissim) in ytfiir book, and that 
in {Mige 17, last line but 4, him is put for he; but the 
))oor widow 1 take it had small leisum for graxomatical 
niceties. Don’t you see there’s he, myself, and him; 
why not both himf likewise impervioudy is cruelly 
sf)clt imperiefudy. These are trifies, and 1 honestly like 
your book, and yon for giving it^ though I really am 
asliatned of so many presents. 1 can think of no news ; 
therefore I will end with mine and Mary’s kindest 
remembrances to yon and yours. CL la 
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LETTERS TO BERNARD BARTON, COWDBN QjURKI^ 
PROCTER, MOXON, AND OTHERS 


To THOMAS ALLSOP 

Lkttkr CCCXIX.] Januarff 2, 1828. 

Dear Allaop — I have been very p<x>rly and nervous 
lately, bub am recovering sleep, etc. I do not vrite or 
make engagements for particular days : but I need not 
say how pliant your dropping in any Sunday morning 
would hi. Perhaps Jamcison would accompany yoa 
Pray beg him to ktiep on accurate record of the warning 
I sent him to old P^ml, for I dread lest he should at the 
12 months* end deny the warning. The house is his 
daughter’s, but we took it through him, and have paid 
the rent to his receipts for his daughtePs. Consult J. if 
he thinks the warning sufficient I am very nervous, 
or have been, about the house; lost my sleep, and 
expected to be ill ; but slumbered gloriously last night, 
golden slumbers, I shall not relapse; you fright me 
with your inserted slips in the most welcome Atlas. 
They begin to charge double for it, and call it two sheets. 
How can I confute them of^eniug it, when a note of 
ymum might shp out, and we get in a hobble 1 When 
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joR write, write real letters. Maty's best lore and mine 
to Mrs. A. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 


To C. COWDEN CLARKE. 

Lbttxr OCCXX.] EnJUldt Fehruary 25 [1828]. 

My dear Clarke — You have been accumulating on me 
such a heap of pleasant obligations, that I feel uneasy in 
writing as to a Benefactor. Your smaller contributions, 
the little weekly rills, are refreshments in the Desart; 
but your large books were feasts. I hope Mrs. Hazlitt, 
to whom 5 encharged it, has taken Hunt's Lord B, to 
the Novellos. His picture of Literary Lordship is as 
pleasant as a disagreeable subject can be made ; his own 
{KKir man's Education at dear Christ's is as good and 
hearty as the subjiKst. Hazlitt's speculative episodes are 
capital ; 1 skip the Battles. But how did I deserve U> 
have the booki The “Companion” has too much of 
Madame Pasta. Theatricals have ceased to be {)opalar 
attractions. His walk home after the play is as go^ as 
the Ijest of the old “Indicators.” The watchmen are 
cinboxed in a niche of fame, save the skaiting one that 
must l)c still fugitive. I wish I could send a 8cra|) for 
goodwill But 1 have been most seriously unwell and 
nervous a long, long tixm, 1 have scarce mustered 
courage to begin this short note, but §pns(dcnoe duns me. 

I had a pleasant letter from your sister, greatly over* 
acknowledging my poor sonnet I think I should have 
r«|died to it, but tell her I think sa Alas 1 for sonnet 
ing, 'tie as the nerves are ; all the summer Lwas dawdling 
among green lanes, and versos came as thick as faneies. 
I am sunk winterly below prose and icro. 

But 1 trust the vital principle is only as under snow* 
That I shall yet laugh a^n. 

I sup|>ose the great change of pla<x> affects me ; but 1 
could not have lived in Town ; 1 could not bear company. 
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I see Novc^o flouiisbes in t^e Dd Cspo line, and 
dedications are not foii^ttea I read the Atlas, 
When 1 pitched on the Dedication, 1 looked for the 
BrcKjm of ** Cowden knows " to be harmoniised, but *twa« 
summat of Koseinrs* 

1 want to hear about Hone. Does he stand above 
watiu-l how is his son 1 I have delayed writing to him 
till it seems impossible. Break the ice for me. 

The wet ground here is intolerable, the sky above 
clear and delusive ; but under foot quagmires from night 
showers, and I am cold-footed and medsturc-abhorring as 
a cat; nevertheless I yesterday tram|)ed to Waltham 
Cross ; {)crhaps the poor bit of exertion necessary to 
scribble this was owing to that unusual bracing. 

If 1 get out, I sh^l get stout, and then sometbing 
will out — I mean for the ** ComiMmion ** — you see I 
rhyme insensibly. 

Trailitions are rife here of one Clarke a schoolmaster 
and a riui>away pickle named Holmes; but much 
oljscurity hangs over it. Is it possible they can be any 
relations t 

’Tis worth the research, when you can find a sunny 
day, with ground firm, etc. Master Sexton is intelligent, 
and for half-a-cro'wu he’ll pick you up a Father. 

In truth, we shall be glad to see any of the Novellion 
circle, middle of the wcc;k such as can come, or Sunday, 
as can’t. But Spring will burgeon out quickly, and then 
we’ll talk more. 

You’d like to see the improvements on the Chase, the 
new cross in the market-place, the Chandler’s shop fkom 
wlience the rods were fetch’d. They are raised a farthing 
since the s}uead of Education. But perhaps yon don’t 
ciua to be reminded of the Holofemcs* dajrs, and nothing 
remains of the old latidfilde profession but the cleiir, firm 
ini|K>saible- to-be -mistaken schoolmaster text hand with 
which is subscrilicd the ever- welcome name of Obas. 
Cowden C. Let me crowd in both our loves to all. 0. L« 
[Added ofs the fold-down of the leUer ;] Let me never 
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be fcHTgattcii to include in my rciuemb**^ my good friend 
and whilom correspondent, Master Stephen. 

How, esi>ecially, is Victoria ? 

I try to remember all I used to meet at Shacklewell 
The little household, <iake-produ(;ing, wine-bringing out, 
Emma — the old servant, that didn’t stay, and ought to 
have stayed, and was always very dirty and friendly; 
and Miss H., the counter-tenor with a fine voice, whost? 
sister married ThurtelL They all live in my mind’s eye, 
and Mr. N.’s and Holmes’s walks with us half back 
after sup}Hir. Troja fuit 1 

To Mu. MOXON. 

Lbitrr CCCXXl.) Afarc/i 19, 18J8. 

My dear M. — It is rny firm debjrmination to have 
nothing to do with Forgid-me-Nots pray excuse me 
as civilly as you can to Mr. Hurst. I will take ciure to 
refuse any other aj^jdicjitions. The things which Pickering 
has, if to k* had again, I have promisetl al)solut4>ly, you 
know, to jsHir H(kh 1, from whom I had a nielamholy 
epistle yesUTday ; ksidiis that Emma has decided objec- 
tiouH to her own and her friemrs album verses king 
publisher! ; but if she gets over that, they aro decidedly 
Ho<Mr8. 

Till Mrc nu'ct, farew'ell. Loves to Dash. C. L. 

To Uev. E. mVIN^, 

LwtkR CCCXXILI ir#/c/<i Chase, 8, 1828. 

IVar Sir— I take advanlagu from the kindness which 
I have ex{ic^rieiieixl from you in a slight iii'quaintance tr) 
tntnsluce to you my very mpo€rt<«d friend Mr. Hone, 
wilt) is of tifdniofi that your interfereiuise in a j»oint which 
he will nieiitiou to you may prove of osiKmtial benefit to 
him ill some present ditfieulries. I should not take this 
liberty if I did not fnd that you ore a pcrnin not to be 
prciliidioed by an obnoxious name. All that 1 know of 



TO nkwson. 19ft 

him obliges me to respect him, aud to request yonr kitid* 
iicss for him, if you can servo him* 

With feelings of kindest respect, 1 am, dear Sir, yours 
truly, Chas. Lamb. 

To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lsttkr CCCXXUL] 21. 182$. 

Dciir B, B. — Yon must excuse rny silence. I have 
l»cen in very poor health and spirits, and cannot write 
letters. T only write U) assure y<m, as you wish’d, of my 
existence. All that which Mitfoi<l tells you of H. ’shook 
is rhodoinonttide, only II. has written unguardedly about 
me, ami nothing make^ a man more foolish than his own 
foolish panegyric. But I am pretty w^ell cased to flattery, 
and its contrary. Neither affect me a turnip’s worth. 
Do you see the author of “May you like itl” Do you 
WTite to him ? Will you give my present plea to him of 
ill health for not acknowledging a pretty lK)ok with a 
pretty frontispiece he sent me. He is most estiiemed by 
me. As for suljscribing to books, in plain truth 1 am a 
mau of rcducetl income, and don’t allow myself 12 shillings 
tt>year to buy old Ixjoks with ; which must be my excuse. 
1 am truly for Murray’s <femur; but I wash my 
Imnds of all booksellers, and ho{)e to know them no more. 
I am si<*.k and poorly, and must leave off with our joint 
kind remembrances to your daughter and friend A. K. 

0. L. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

blTTKR CCCXXIV.] May 2, 1828. 

Desar H. — Valter Vilson dines with m to-morrow. 
VeU 1 How I should like to see Hone ! 0. Lajui. 

Mr. Hoii«, 

22, Beividere Plaice, 

near the Obeli^, Soalhwark. 
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To Me. MOXON. 

LirrfcE CCCXXV.J Enfield, May 3, 1828. 

Dear M.—My friend Patmore, author of the MofUh$^ 
a very pretty publication, — of eumlry Essays in the 
London^ New MontJdy^ etc., wants to dispose of a volume 
or two of ** Tales.** Perhaps they might chance to suit 
Hurst; Init lie that as it may, he will call ujion you 
mder favour of my recommmd^tion ; and as he is return- 
ing to France, where he lives, if you can do anything for 
him in the Treaty line, to save him dancing over tlie 
Channel every week, I am sure you will. I said Pd 
never trouble you again ; but how vain are the resolves 
of mortal man ! P. is a very hearty, friendly fellow, and 
was poor John Scott’s Second, as I will V>e yours when 
you want one. May you never bo mine I 

Yours truly, 0. L. 

Mr. Moxon, 

Moasnt. Hurst and Co., 

Booksellers, 

St. Paul's Cliurchyard. 


To Rev. H. F. CARY. 

LiiTTBii CCCXXVI,] June 10, 1828. 

Bear Sir- I long to see Wordswurth^nce more before 
he goes hence, but it would be at the expciice of health 
and comfeu^ my iiifirmitieB cannot afford. Once only I 
have lieen at a dinner party, to meet him, for a whole 
year pwit, and I do not know that I am not the worse 
for it now. There is a necessity for my drinking too 

much (don*t show this to the Bishop of , your frimid) 

at and after dinner; then I recpiire spirits at night to 
allay the crudity of the weaker, Bacchus ; and in the 
numiing I cool my parcbtid stomach with a ficiy libation. 
Than I am agiouud in town, and call upem tny Londoo 
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flieDds, and get new wets of ale, porter, etc. ; then ride 
home, drinking where the coach stops, as duly as Edward 
set up his W^tham Crosses. This, or near it, was the 
process of my experiment of dining at Talfoxml's to nicct 
Wordsworth, and I am not well now. Now let me Ikji; 
that we may meet here with assured safety to both sides. 
Darley and Procter come here on Sunday moruiug ; pray 
arrange to come along with them. Here I can be toler- 
ably moderate. In town, the very air of town turns my 
head and is intoxication enough, if intoxication knew a 
limit I am a poor country mouse, and your cates disturb 
me. Tell me you will come. We have a l>ed, and a 
half or three quarters lx*d, at all your services ; and the 
adjoining inn has many. If engaged on Sunday, tell me 
when you will come; a Saturtlay will suit as well I 
would that Wordsworth would come too. Pray believe 
that ’tis my health only, which brought me here, that 
frightens me from the wicked town. Mary joins in kind 
remembrances to Mrs. Cary and yourself. 

Yours truly, 0. Lamb. 


To Mrs, BASIL MONTAGU. 

I.ETTER CCCXXVU.] [Summer 1828.1 

Dear Madam — I return your Ibt with my name. I 
should be sorry that any respect should be going on 
towards Clarkson, and 1 be left out of the conspiracy. 
Otherwise I frankly own that to pillarise a man's go<^ 
feelings in his lifetime is not to my taste. Monumcipts 
to^goi^ess, even after death, are equivocal. I tom 
away from Howard’s, I scarce know why. OocKlneas 
blows no trumpet, nor desires to have it blown. We 
$h 0 vid he modest fitr a modest man — as be Is for himself. 
The vanities of life — art, poetry, skill military — are sub- 
jects for trophies ; not the silent thoughts arising in a 
good man’s mind in lonely places. Was 1 Clarkson, I 
should never be able to walk or ride near the spot agak. 
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Instead of bread, we are giving him a stone. Instead of 
the locality recalling the noblest moment of his existence 
it is a at which his friends (that is, himself) blow 
to the world, “What a good man is he !” I sat down 
upon a hillock at Forty Hill yesternight, — a fine con- 
templative evening, — with a thousand good speculations 
about mankind. How I yearned with cheap benevolence ! 
I shall go and inquire of the stone-cutter, that cuts the 
tombstones here, what a stone with a short instjription 
will cost ; just to say, “ Here C. Lamb loved his brethren 
of mankind.” Everybody will come there to love. As 
I can*t well put my own name, I shall put about a 
subscription : 


Mrs. 

l*roct«r 
G. Dyer 
Mr. Godwin 
Mrn. Gorlwin 
Mr. Irving 

Mr. 


£0 

0 

0 

0 

0 


*> 

1 

0 

0 


0 

G 

0 

0 

0 


I 


a walch-cluiin. 
tllO l>r»)CCIHl8 «>f — « 
Grst oditioo. 
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I serihlde in h.iste from here, where wc shall be some 
tinwi. Pray request Air. Montagu to advance the guinea 
for me, which shall faithfully lie forthcoming, and panlon 
me that T don*t see the proposal in quite the light that 
he may. The kindness of his motives, and his power of 
appreciating the noble jiassage, I thorqpghly agree in. 

W’lth mast kind regards to him, I conclude, dear 
nniilam, youra truly, 0. Lamb. 

From Mrs. Ldshnintt’s, Chase, KuGeld* ,, 


To B. li HAYDON. 

LBTTRtt CCCXX YU 1. 1 AuffuU 1828. 

Dear Haydon-— I have been tardy in telling you that 
your Cbatiing the Member gave me great pleasure — 
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inte broad Hogarthian fun, the H^h SheriN capibiL 
Oouskleriug, too, that you had*^ the material imposed 
ujKm you, and that you ditl not select them from the rude 
uorld as H. did, 1 hope to see many more such from 
)»ottr hand. If the former picture went beyond this I 
Iiave had a loss, and the King a bargain. 1 longed to 
nib the back of my hand across the hearty canvas that 
senses might ho gratifietl. Perhaps the subject is a 
little disconiantly phical op()Ositc to another act of Ohhir- 
ing, where the huzziis were Hosannahs ! but I was pleased 
to see so many of iny old acquaintances brought together 
notwithstanding. 

Believe me, yours truly, C. Lamb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LcrrEi; CCCJXXIX ] October 11, 1828. 

A splendid edition of “Bunyan’s Pilgrim!” Why, 
the tliought is enough to turn one’s moral stomach. His 
c»x*klc-hat and staff transformed to a smart cock’d beaver 
and a jemmy cane ; his amice gray, to the last Regent 
Street cut ; and his iMiinftil palmer’s jiace to the modem 
swagge*-. Stop thy friend’s sacrilegious hand. Nothing 
con be done for B. but to reprint the old cuts in as 
homely but good a style as possible. The Vanity Fair, 
and the Pilgrims there — the siUy-soothness in his setting- 
out countimance— the Christian Idiocy (in a good sense) 
of his admiration of the shcphenls on the Delectable 
Mountains; the lions, so truly allegorical, and remote 
from any similitude to Pidcock’s; the great bead (the 
author’s), eajMudous of dnwiis and similitudes, dreaming 
in the dungi? 0 D. I’erbafis you don’t know my edition, 
what I luul when a child. If you do, can you bear new 
designs from Martin, enamelled into copper or silver plate 
by Heath, acoompatiied with verses from Mrs. Hemaos’s 
pen, O how unlike hii own f 
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** WouMftt thou divert thyself from melancholy ! 

Wouldst thou be pleasant, yet be for from folly I 
Wouldst thou read ridiUes, and their explanation } 

Or else be drowned in thy contemplation ? 

Dost thou love picking meat ! or wouldst thou toe 
A mm in the cIou<1h, and hear him speak to thee f 
Wouldst thou be in a dream, and yet not sleep ? 

Or wouldst Uiou in a moment laugh and weep I 
Or wouldst thou lose thyself, and catch no harm, 

And find thyself again without a charm t 
* Wouldst rca<l thyself ^ and read thou kuowest not wliat, 
And yet know whether thou art blest or not 
By reading the same lines t 0 then come hither, 

And lay my book, thy head, and heart together. 

“ John Bunyan,” 

Show me Buch poetry in any of the fifteen forthcoming 
combinations of show and emptiness, yclept ** Annuals.” 
So there’s verses for thy verses ; and now let me tell you, 
that the sight of your hand gladdened me. I have been 
daily trying to write to you, but paralysed. You have 
spurred me. on this tiny effort, and at intervals I hope to 
hear from and talk to you. But my spirits have l)een in 
an opprest way for a long long time, and they are things 
which must l)e to you of faith, for who can explain 
depression ? Yes, I am hooked into the “ Gem,” but 
only fur some lines written on a dead infant of the 
Editor’s, which being, as it were, his property, I could 
not refuse their appearing; but I hate the paper, the 
ty|>c, the gUws, the tiandy platci», the names of contributors 
poked up into your eyes in iixst page, aa<^ whistled through 
all the covers of magasines, the barefaced sort of emula- 
tion, the immodest caadidateship, brought into so little 
space — in tlmse old Londons,” a signature was lost in 
the wochI of matter, the paper coarse (till latterly, which 
s|K)thHl them) ; in short, I detest to ap})ear in an Annual. 
Wltai a fertile giuiitis (and a quiet good soul withal) is 
HiKxl ! He luvf fifty things In hand : farces to sujqdy 
tlie Adeljdu for the season ; a comedy for one of the great 
theatres, just ready ; a whole entertainment, by himself, 
to Mathews and Yates to figure in ; a meditated Comk 
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Annuid next ymr, to be nearly done himedl 
You’d like him vexy much. 

Wordsworth, 1 see, has a good many pieces announced 
in one of ’em, not our Gem, W. Scott has distaributed 
himself like a bribe haunch among ’em. Of ail the poetr , 
Cary has had the good sense to keep qidte clear of ’em, 
with clergy ^gentlemanly right notions. Don’t think I 
set up for being proud on this |x>int; I like a Mt of 
flattery, tickling my vanity, as well as any one. But 
these pompous masquerades without masks (naked names 
or fluses) I hate. So there’s a bit of my mind. Besides, 
they infallibly cheat you ; I mean the booksellers. If I 
get but a copy, I only expect it fl^om Hood’s being my 
friend. Coleridge has lately been here. He too is deep 
among the prophets, the year-servers, — the mob of gentle- 
men annmds. But they’ll cheat him, I know. And 
now, dear B. B., the sun shining out merrily, and the 
dirty clouds we had yesterday having washed their own 
faces clean with their own rain, tempts me to wander up 
Winchmorc Hill, or into some of the delightful vicinages 
of Enheld, which I hope to show you at some time when 
you can get a few days up to the great town. Believe 
me, It would give both of us great pleasure to show you 
all tibree (we can lodge you) our pleasant farms and 
villages. 

We both join in kindest loves to you and yours. 

C. Lamb, rtdivime. 


To C. COWDEN CLARKE. 

Lkttbr CXX;XXX. ] {En/Uld, OcUiher 182^] 

Dear Clarke — We did expect to see you with 
Victoria and the Novellos before this, and do not quite 
understand why we have not. Mm. N. and V. [Vincent] 
promised us after the York expedition; a day lidng 
named before, which fail’d. 'Tis not too late. The 
autumn leaves <lrop gold, and Enfleld is licautifliller-*^to 
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a eommon eye — ^than when yon larked at the Greyhofond. 
Benedicks are close ; bat how I so totally missed you at 
time, going for my morning cup of ale duly, is a 
mystery. ’Twas stealing a match ^fore one’s face in 
earnest But certainly we had not a dream of your 
appropinquity. I instantly prepared an Epithalamium, 
in the form of a Sonata — wliich I was sending to Novello 
to compose ; but Mary forbid it me as too light for the 
occasion — as if the subject required anything heavy : so 
in a tiff with her I sent no congratulation at all Tho’ 1 
promise you the wedding was very pleasant news to me 
indeed. Let your reply name a day this next week, 
when you will come as many as a coach will hold ; such 
a day as we had at Dulwich. My very kindest love and 
Mary’s to Victoria and the Novellos. The endosed is 
from a friend nameless, but highish in ofiice, and a man 
whose accuracy of statement may be relied on with 
im{>licit confidence. Ho wants the expose to appear in a 
newspaper as the greatest piece of legal and Parlia- 
mentary villainy he ever remember’'*,” and he had exjicri- 
enoe of both \ and thinks it would answer afterwards in 
a cheap }>amphlct printed at Lambeth in sheet, as 
16,000 families in that parish are interested. 1 know 
not whether the present “Examiner” keeps up the 
character of exposing abuses, for I scarce see a paper 
now. If so, you may ascertain Mr. Hunt of the strictest 
tnith of the stjiteinent, at the peril of my head. But if 
this won’t do, transmit it me Wk, 1 beg, ]x$r coach — or 
better, bring it with you. » 

Yours unaltered, 0. Lamb. 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Lsttek CCCXXXI.] [AXArid, Komrnber 6, 1828.] 

My dear Novello— I am afraid I shall rather 

tartly in offering my congratulations, however sincere, 
upon your daughter's marriage. The truth is I had put 
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tc^ther a little Bor^iata upon ike oocasioii, but vas pro* 
Tented from sending it by my siBtcr^ to vbose judgment 
1 am apt to defer too much in these kind of thii^ ; so 
that, now I huTo her consent, the offering, I am ajMd, 
will have lost the grace of seasonablenesa Such as it ir, 
I send it. She thinks it a little too old-fashioned in the 
manner, too much like wliat they wrote a century back. 
But I cannot write in the modem style, if I try ever so 
hard. 1 have attended to the proper divisions for the 
music, and you will have little difficulty in composing it. 
If 1 may advise, make Pepusch your model, or j^ow. 
It will be necessaiy to have a good second voice, as the 
stress of the melody lies there : — 

8ERBNATA, FOR TWO VOICES, 

CM the Jliarriaffe of Charles Cmt'den Clarke^ Ksqre.^ to Victoria, 
eldest daughter of Vincent Kovdto, ksgre* 

Duetto. 

Wake th* liarmonioua voice and strins, 

Love arul Hymen's triumph sing, 

Sounds with secret charms combining. 

In melodious union joining, 

Best the wondrous joys can tell, 

That in hearts united dwelL 

I18C4TATIV1. 

First Voics, 

To young Victoria’s happy fame 
Well may the Arte a trophy raise, 

Music grows sweeter in her praise, 

And, own'd by her, with rapture siwaks her oaiiiii. 

To touch the brave Cowdenio’a heart. 

The Glares all in her conspire ; 

Love arms her with bis surest dait, 

Apollo with bis lyre. 

Am. 

The list'ning Muses all around her, 

Think 'tis Fboerhus' strain they hear ; 

Ami Cupid, drawing near to wound her, 

]>roiMi his bow, a^ stands to hear* 
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Rboitative. 

Second Voice. 

While crowds of rivals with despair 
Silent admire, or vainly court the Fair, 

Behold the happy conquest of her eyes, 

A Hero is the glorious prize ! 

In courts, in camps, thro’ distant realms renown^il 
Cowdenio comes ! — ^Victoria, see, 

He comes with British honour crown’d, 

Love leads his eager steps to thee. 

Air. 

In tender sighs he silence breaks. 

The Fair his flame approves, 

Consenting blushes warm her cheeks. 

She smiles, she yields, she loves. 

Rbcitattve. 

First Voice. 

Now Hymen at the altar stands. 

And while he joins their faithful hands. 

Behold ! by ardent vows brought down. 

Immortal Concord, heavenly bright, 

Array'd in robes of purest light, 

Descenils, th' auspicious rites to crown. 

Her golden harp the goddess brings ; 

Its magic soun<i 

Coinmauds a sudden silence all around, 

And strains prophetic thus attune the strings. 

Duawo. 

Fird Voice. 

The Swain his Nymph possesslag, 

Se<ond Voice. 

The Nymph her Swain caressing. 

First and Second. 

Shall still improve the blessing. 

For ever kind and true. 

Both. 

While rolling yean are flying. 

Love, Hymen’# lamp anpplyUil!, 

With fuel never dying. 

Shall stUl the flame tmstm. 
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To BO groat a inaBtor as youraelf I have no need to 
BuggoBt that the peculiar tone of the coinpoeitioti requirea 
sprightlineBB, occtuioually checked by tendemoBa^ bb iu 
the second air, — 

|||| She smiley — she yields, — she lores. 

Again, foil need not be told that each fifth lino of the 
two first recitatives requh-es a crescendo. 

And your exquisite taste will prevent your falling 
into the error of rnrccll, who at a passage similar to 
i/icU in iny first air, 

Drops liw bow, and atauils to hoar, 
directed the first violin tlms : — 

Here the first violin must drop his fww. 

But, l>esldcs the abstmlity of disarming his jirincipal 
performer of so nccesstiry an ailjmict to his instrument, 
in such an empiiatic part of the comiiosition too, which 
must ^ave had a droll effect at the time, oil such 
minutiio of adaptation are at this time of day very pro> 
perly exploded, and Jackson of Exeter very fairly ranks 
them under the hca<l of puns. 

8!»ouhI you succeed iu the Betting of it, we propose 
having it fK.‘rformed (wt; have one very tolerable second 
voice here, and JMr. Holmes, I dare say, would supply 
the minor iwts) at the Greyhound. But it must be a 
secret fo the young couple till wo can get the band iu 
readiness. 

Believe me, dear Novello, yours truly, 

0. Lamh. 


To LAMAN BLANCHARD. 

tirrraiR CCCXXXII.] EnJiM, Nimmber 0, !S2«. 

Sir — I beg to return my acknowledgrnentB for the 
present of your elegant volume, which I should have 
esteemed, without the bribe of the name prefixed to It 

VOL. n. B ■ 
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I have been much pleased with it throughout, but am 
most taken with the peculiar delicacy of some of the 
sonnets. I shall put them up among my poetical 
treasures. 

Your obliged Servant, C. Lau& 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

LsrrTEB CCCXXXIII.] iMccrnbcr 5, 1828. 

Dear B. B. — I am ashamed to receive so many nice 
books from you, and to have none to send you in return. 
You are always sending me some fniits or wholesome 
potherbs, and mine is the garden of the Sluggard, nothing 
but weeds, or scarce they. Ncvci-theless, if I knew how 
to transmit it, I would send you Blackwood’s of this month, 
which riontains a little drama, to have your opinion of it, 
and how far I have improved, or otherwise, upon its pro* 
totypo. Thank you for your kind sonnet. It does roe 
good to see the Dedication to a Christian Bishop. I am 
for a comprehension, as divines c.all it ; but so as that 
the Church shall go a good deal more than half way over 
to the silent Meeting-house. I have over said that the 
Quakers are tlie only professors of Christianity as I read 
it in the Evangiles. I say professors : marry, as to prac- 
tice, with their gaudy hot types and i)oetickl vanities, 
they are much at one with the sinful. Martin’s Frontis- 
piece is a very fine thing, lot <7. L, mj what he pleases 
to the contrary. Of the Poems, I like them as a volume, 
bettor than any one of the precedbig; particularly, 
** Power and Gentleness ” — “ The Present ” — “ Lady 
Russell with the excepti<m that 1 do not like the noble 
act of Curtins, tnie or false — one of the grand founda- 
tions of old Roman patriotism — to be sacrificed to 
E.’s taking notes m her husband’s trial. If a 
thing is good, why invkfiott^y bring it into with 
something better t There ue too few heroic Slings in 
this world, to admit of w marehalltng Uicm in anxious 
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etiquettes of precedence. Would jrou midce a poem on 
the stor}' of Ruth (pretty story !), and then say — Ay, but 
how much better is the story of Joseph and his brethren I 
To go on, the stansas to Ohalon ” want the earns of 
Clarkson in the body of them; it is left to inference 
The ** Battle of Qiboon ” is spirited, again ; but you 
sacrifice it in the last stanza to the song at Bethlehem. 
Is it quite orthodox t<i do so f The first was good, you 
suppose, for that dispensation. Why set the Word 
against the Word! It puzzles a weak Christian. So 
Watts’s Psalms are an implied censure on David’a But 
as long as the Bible is supposed to be an equally 
divine emanation with the Testament, so long it 
will stagger weaklings to have them set in opposition. 
** Godiva ” is delicately touched. I have always thought 
it a beautiful story, chanictcristic of the old English 
times. But I ermid not help amusing myself with the 
thought — if Martin had chosen this subject for a frontis- 
piece — there would have been in some dark comer a 
white lady, white the walker on the waves, riding 
upon some mystical quatlruped ; and high above would 
have riscii “ tow<?r above tower a massy stnicturo high ” 
— the Tenterden steeples of Coventry, till the pewr enm 
would scarce have known itself among the clouds ; and 
far above them all the distant Clint Hills peering over 
chimney-pots, piled up, Ossa-on'Olympus fashion, till the 
admiring spe^tor (admirer of a noble deed) might have 
gone look for the lady, as you must hunt for the other in 
the lobster. But M[artin] should be made royal archi- 
tect What palaces he would pile! But then, what 
parliamentary grants to make them good ! Nevertheless, 
I like the frontispiece. ** The Elephant ” is pleasant ; 
and I am glad you are getting into a wider scope of 
sulijects. There may be too much, not religion, Imt to 

many pood word* in a book, till it becomes, as 8h'- 

says of Rdigicm, a rhapsody of words. I will just name, 
that you have bmught in the **Song to the Shepherds 
in Pm or five, if not six places. Now this is not geed 
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economy* Tbe “ Enoch ” is fine ; and here I cim sacrifice 
** Elijah” to it, because ’tk illustrative only, aud not 
dispara^ng of tbe latter prophet’s departure. 1 like tliis 
beet in the book. Lastly, I much like tbe “ Heron ’tie 
exquisite. Know you Lord Thurlow’s Sonnet to a bird 
of that e(»rt on Lacken water ? If not, ’tis indisiiensable 
I send it you, with iny Blackwood, if you tell me how 
best to send them, “Fludyer” is pleasant, — you are 
getting gay and Hooclisli. What is the enigma ) Money t 
If not, I fairly confess I am foilcKl, and sphynx must 
... eat me. Four times I’ve tried to write “ eat ino,” 
and the blotting pen turns it into cat me. And now I 
will take my leave with saying, I esteem thy verses, like 
thy present, honour thy frontispicer, and right reverence 
thy patron and dedicatee, and am, dear B. B., 

Yours heartily, 0. Lamb. 

Our joint kindest loves to A. K. and your daughter. 


T(» 0. COWDEN CLARKE. 

Leti’KU OCCXXXIV.] [Uecemher 1828.] 

My dear three C.’s — The way from S4>uthgatc to 
Colncy Hakh thro’ the imfmquentedest Blackberry paths 
that over oouceohMl their coy bunchea fipom a truant 
Citisen, we have aaidentally fallen uprni — the giant Tree 
by Cheshunt wo have miss^, but keep your chart to go 
by, unlt^ you will bo otu* coudude At jircsetit 1 am 
disaVdod from further flights than just to skirt round 
Olay Hill, with a peep at the hne boekwoods, by strained 
tendons, got by sldpping a siripping rope at 53— -An miki 
nuM »um qualie ; but do yoti know, now you come to 
talk of walks, a ramble ol four hours or so — there and 
hack — to the willow and lavender plantations at the 
south comer of Northaw Church by a well dedicated to 
Saint Claiidge, with the elumps oi finest moss rising 
hillock fashion, which 1 counted to the number of two 
huiidfed and sixty, and are called **Claiidge*s covers,’* 
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the tradition bang that that saint entertained so mum 
angels or hermits there, upon occasion td blessing the 
wi^^erst The legends have set down the fmita spread 
upon that occasion, and in the ** Black Book of St. 
Albans,” some are named which are not supiiosed tr 
have 1:^11 introduced into this island until a century 
later. But waiving the miracle, a sweeter 8|)ot is not in 
ten counties round ; you are knec^deep in dovcr, that is 
to say, if you are not above a middling man's height ; 
from this paradise, making a day of it, you go to see the 
ruins of an old convent at March Hall, where some of 
the painted glass is yet whole and fresh. 

If you do not know this, you do not know the 
capabilities of this country; you may be said to be a 
stranger to Enfield. I found it out one morning in 
October, and so delighted was I that I did not got home 
before dark, well a-paid. 

I shall long to show you the Clump Meadows, ^as 
they arc called — we might do that without reaching 
March Hall ; when the days arc longer we might take 
both, and come home by Forest Cross, so skirt over 
Penningbm and the cheerful little village of Churebley 
to Forty HilL 

But these are dreams till summer; meanwhile we 
should be most glad to see you for a lesser excursion — 
say Sunday next, you and anoC/ieTf or if more, best on a 
week-day with a notice, but o’ Simdays, as to as a leg 
of mutton goes, most welcome. 

We can squeeze out a bed. Edmonton coaches run 
every hour, and my f)en has run out its quarter. Heartily 
farewell 


To B. W. PROCTER. 

l4nmat CCCXXXV.J January 19, im 

My dear Procter — I am ashamed not to have taken 
the drift of your pleasant letter, which 1 fi|d to have 
been pure invention; but jokes are not siispected fo 
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Boaotiati Enfield. We are plain people, and oor talk is 
of com and cattle and Waltham marketa Besides, I 
was a little out of sorts when 1 received it The fact is, 
I am involved in a case which has fretted me to deatli, 
and 1 have no reliance except on you to extricate me. 1 
am sure you will give me your best legal advice, having 
no professional Mend besides but Robinson and Talfourd, 
with neither of whom, at present, 1 am on the best of 
terms. My brother’s widow left a will, made during the 
lifetime of my brother, in which I am named sole executor, 
by which she bequeaths forty acres of arable property, 
which it seems she held under covert baron, unknown to 
roy brother, to the heirs of the body of Elizal^th Dowden, 
her married daughter by a first husband, in fee simple, 
recoverable by fine; invested property, mind, for there 
is the difficulty ; subject to leet and quit-rent ; in short, 
worded in the most guarded terms, to shut out the 
property from Isaac Dowden, the husband. Intelligence 
has just come of the death of this person in India, where 
he made a will, entailing this property (which seemed 
entangled enough already) to the heirs of his body that 
should not be lx)m of his wife ; for it seems by the law 
in India, natural children can recover. They have put 
the cause into Exchequer process here, removed by certio^ 
rari firoin the native courts ; and the question is, whether 
I should, as executor, tiy the cause here, or again re-remove 
it to the Supreme Sessions at Bangak^ which 1 under- 
stand I can, or plead a hcarii^ hefm the Privy Council 
here. As it involves all the UtUe property of Elizabeth 
Dowden, I am anxious to take the fittest steps, and what 
may be least expensive. For God’s sake assist me, for 
the case is so embari^UHMd that it deprives me of sleep and 
afjpeiite. M. Bum^ thinks there is a case like it in 
chap. 170, sec. 5, in ‘^Feam’s Contingent Remainders.” 
Pray read it over with him dispassionately, and let me 
have the n^ult The complexity lies in the questionable 
power of the husband to alienate m umm enfeoffments 
whereeff he was only collatemtly seized, etc. 
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I had another favour to beg, whidi la the beggaiiiiat 
of beggings ; a few lines of verse for a young IH^*s 
album (aix will be enough). M. Burney will tell you who 
she is 1 want ’em for. A girl of gold. Six lines — ^make 

’em eight — signed Bany O- . They need not be very 

good, as 1 chiefly want ’em as a foil to mine. But I shall 
be seriously obliged by any refuse scrap. We are in the 
last ages of the world, when St. Paul prophesied that 
women should be headstrong, lovers of their own wills, 
having albums.” I fled hither to escape the albumean 
persecution, and had not been in my new house twenty- 
four hours when the daughter of the next house came in 
with a friend’s album to beg a contribution, and the 
following day intimated she had one of her own. Two 
more have sprung up since. ** If 1 take the wings of the 
morning ” and fly unto the uttermost parts of the earth, 
there will albums be. New Holland has albums. But 
the age is to bo complied wdth. M. B. will tell you the 
sort of girl I request the ten lines for. Somewhat of a 
pensive cast, what you admire. The lines may come 
before the law question, as that cannot be determined 
before Hilary Term, and I wish your deliberate judgment 
on that. The other may be flimsy and superficial. And 
if you have not burnt your returned letter, pray resend 
it me, as a monumental token of my stupidity. ’Twas a 
little unthinking of you to touch upon a sore subject 
Why, by dabbling in those accursed Annuals 1 have 
become a byword of infamy all over the kingdom. 1 
have sicken’d decent women for asking me to write in 
aHHuns. There be dark ** jests” abroad, Master Com- 
wall, and some riddles may live to he cleared up And 
’tisn’t every saddle is put on the right steeA And 
fotgerios and false Gospels are not peculiar to the age 
following the Apostles. And some tubs don’t stand on 
tlmir right bottom, which is all 1 wish to say in these 
ticklish times ; and so your servant, Cn. Lamb. 
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Lkttbb CCX5XXXVL1 January 22, 1829, 

. Don’t trouble yourself about the verses. Take ’em 
eoolly as they come. Any day between this and Mid- 
summer wUl do. Ten lines the extreme. There is no 
mystery in my incognita. She has often seen you, though 
you may not have observed a silent brown girl, who for 
the last twelve years has rambled about our house in her 
Christmas holidays. She is Italian by name and extrac- 
tion. Ten lines about the blue sky of her country will 
do, as ’tis her foible to be proud of it. — Item : 1 have 
maile her a tolerable Latinist. She is called Emma 
Isola, I approve heartily of your turning your 
vols. into a lesser compass. ’Twill Sybillise the gold 
left. I shall, I think, in town in a few weeks, when 
I will assuredly see you. I will put in here Loves to 
Mrs. Procter and the antbOapulets, because Mary tells 
me I omitted them in my last. 1 like to see my friends 
here. 1 have put my lawsuit into the hands of an 
Enfield practitioner, a plain man, who seems perfectly to 
understand it, and gives me hopes of a favourable result 

Humour tells us that Miss Holcroft is married. Who 
is Badman, or Bed’em 7 Have I seen him at Montacute’s 7 
1 hear he is a great chyraist I am sometimes diymical 
myself. A thought strikes me with horror. Pray 
heaveu he may not have done it for the sake of trying 
chymioal experiments upon her, — young female subjects 
are so scarce. Louisa would make*a capital shot Am’t 
you glad about Burke’s case! We may set off die 
Bcobb murders against the Scotch novds: Hare, the 
Great Unchanged \ 

M. B. is richly worth your knowing. He is on the 
top scale of my friendship ladder, on which an angel or 
two is still climbing, and tome, ahui ! descending. I am 
out of the literary world at present Pray, is there any- 
thing new from the admiiad pen of the author of the 
PiraMurm Ihjpe f Stas Mrs. He-mans (double mascu- 
line) done anything pietty latdy 7 Why sleepi the lyie 
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nf Hiinrey^ and of Akrie Watts t - la the muBOof L. £. U 
aile&tt you see a sounet of mine in Blackwood’s 
last f Curioufi oonatruotion I Elaborata ikcilitaB ! And 
now 111 telL Twaa written for the 6Vm, but the editors 
declined it, on the pica that it would $hock all mothers; 
80 they published thd “ Widow,” instead. I am born out 
of time. 1 have no conjecture about what the present 
world caUs delicacy. 1 thought Hosamuad Gray was 
a pretty modest thing. Hcssey assures me that the 
world would not bear it. 1 have lived to grow into an 
indecent character. When my sonnet was rt^jected, 
I ^burned, ** Damn the age ! 1 will write for 
Anility.” 

Mrratum in Sonnet : — Ijast line but something, for 
“tender,” read tend. The Scotch do not know our 
law terms ; but I find some remains of honest, plain, 
old writing lurking there still. They were not so 
mealy-moutlied to refuse my verses. Maybe ’tis their 
oatmeal 

Blackwood sent me £20 for the drama. Somebody 
cheated me out of it next day; and my new imir of 
bneebes, just sent home, cracking at first putting on, I 
exclaime<], in my wrath, “ All tailors are cheats, and all 
men are tmlors.” Then I was better. 0. L 


To THOMAS HOOD. 

Lkttke CCCXXXVIl.j [182B,] 

Dear Lamb — You are an impudent varlet ; but I will 
keep your secret. We dine at Ayrton^s on Thunulay, and 
shall tiy' to find Sarah and her two spare beds for that 
night only. Miss M. and her tragedy may be dished : 
so mio^ not you and your rib. Health attend you. 

Yours, T. Hood, Ebq, 

llisa Bridget Hood sends love. 
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To B. W. PROCTER 

Letter OCCXXXVUL] January 29« 1829. 

When Mias Ouldcroft (who is now Mrs. Beddome, 
and Bed — dom’d to her) was at Enfield, which she was 
in Sommer time, and owed her health to its suns and 
genial influences, she visited (with young ladylike imper- 
tinence) a poor man’s cotta^ that had a pretty baby 
(0 the yearnliug!) gave it fine caps and sweetmeats. 
On a day, broke into the parlour our two maids uproarious. 
** 0 ma’am, who do you think Miss Ouldcroft (they pro- 
nounce it Holcroft) has been working a cap for ? ” “A 
child,” answered Mary, in true Shandcan female simplicity. 
^ ’Tis the man’s child as was taken up for sheep-stealing.” 
Miss Ouldcroft was staggered, and would have cut the 
connexion, but by main force I made her go and take 
her leave of her protdg^. 1 thought, if she went no 
more, the Abactor or the Abactor’s wife (vide Ainswortb) 
would suppose she had heard something, and I have 
delicacy for a sheep -stealer. The overseers actually 
overhauled a mutton pie at the Baker’s (bis first, last, 
and only hope of mutton pie,) which he never came to 
eat, and thence inferred his guilt Per occasionem ciguA 
I framed the sonnet ; observe its elaborate construction. 
1 was four days about it 

THE GYPSrS MALISON. 

** Sack, baby, suck ! tiioiba**« }ow*growa by givtng, 

Onun the tweet foanU ibnt only tiirive by woetiag ; 

Black manhood ooniee, when Hotoua gSlHy Ueing 
Haadt thee the cap that aball Iw det:^ Ui toetliig. 

Kite, baby, kiet ! Mother^ Ii{ie thioe by kieaee, 

Choke the worm breath that doe woohi Sdl in blestiugi ; 

Black Manhood comee, when tturbukmi gnOty bUteee 
Tend thee the kiite lliat poUons 'mid oareMingo. 

Hangt Iwhy, hang ! smther'ii lore lores such forces, 

Wunxtk the fond neck that bends sUIl to thy dinging ; 

Block manhood coaxes, when rioleat lawless coorass 
Lwore thee s spectacle in mde olr swinging. '* 

Bo song a wither'd Sybil energ^^tkol, 

And Isinn'd the ntigiiriiig door with lit* pn^^hslicnL 
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Barry, study that sonnet. It is cniioosly and per- 
versely elaborate. Tis a choking subject, and therefore 
the r^er Is directed to the stmoture of it See you 1 
and was this a fouiteener to be r^ected by a trun^ry 
annual) Forsooth, ’twould shock mothers ; and may 
ail mothers, who woiild so be shocked, bed-domd ! as if 
mothers were such sort of logicians as to infer the fbture 
hanging of their child from the theoretical hangibility (or 
capacity of being hanged, if the judge pleases) of every 
infant bom with a neck on. Oh B. C. ! my whole heart 
is faint, and my whole head is sick (liow is It t) at tl)is 
damnM canting unmasculinc age ! 


Lettmi CCCXXXIX.J (1829.1 

The comings in of an incipient conveyancer are not 
adequate to the receipt of tlirce twopenny {)Ost nonpaids 
ill a we^k. Therefore, after this, I condemn my stub to 
long and deep silence, or shall awaken it to write to 
Lords. Lost those raptures in this honeymoon of my 
correspondence, which you avow for the gentle {)erson of 
my Nuncio, after [laasing through certain natural grades, 
as Love, Love and Water, Love with the chill off, then 
subsiding to that point which the Heroic Suitor of his 
wedded dame, the noble-spirited Lord Randolph in the 
I^ay, declares to be the ambition of bis passion, a reci- 
procation of ** complacent kindness,” — should suddenly 
plump down (scarce staying to bait at the mid point of 
indifference, so bungiy it is for distaste) to a loathing 
and Idank aversion, to the rendering probable such counter 
expressions as this, — **Dainu that infernal twopenny 
pokman ” (words which. make the not yet £^utted inamo- 
rato ** lift up his hands and wonder who can use them.”) 
While, then, you are not ruined, let me assure thee, 0 
thou above the Painter, and next only under Giraldus 
Cambrensis, the most immortal and worthy to be im- 
mortal Barry, thy most ingenious and gtdden cadences do 
take toy ^cy mightily. They are at this kletnleal 
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mament under the snip and the paste of the fairest 
hands (bating; chilblains) in Cambridge, soon to be trans- 
idiemted to Sudblk, to the envy of half of the young ladies 
in Buiy. But tell me, and tell me truly, gentle Swain, 
is that Isola Bella a true spot in geographical denomi- 
nation, or a floating Delos in thy brain? Lurks that 
fair island in verity in the bosom of Lake Maggiore, or 
some other with less poetic name, which thou hast 
Comwallised for the occasion 1 And what if Maggiore 
Itself be but a coinage of adaptation ? Of this, pray re- 
solve me ifliraediately, for my Albumess will be catechised 
on this subject; and how can 1 prompt her? Ijake Leman, 
I know, and Lemon Lake (in a Punch Bowl) I have swum 
in, though those Lymphs be long since dry. But Maggiore 
may l>e in the moon. Unsphinx this riddle for me, for 
my shelves have no Gazetteer. And mayest thou never 
murder thy father-in-law in the Trivia of Lincoln’s Inn 
New Square Passage, nor afterwimls make absunl pro- 
posals to the Widow M[ontagii1. But I know yon 
abhor any such notions. Nevertheless so did O-Edipus (as 
Admiral Burney useil to call him, splitting the diphthong 
in spite or ignorance) for that matter. C. L. 


LsTTEa CCCXL] Ftbnutry 2, 1829. 

Facundissime Poeta! quanquam istiusmodi epitheta 
oratoribus ]x)tihs quam poetis attflicre facile scio-— tameo, 
facundissime ! 

Oommoratur nobiscum jamdiu, in agto Enfeldicnsa, 
sdlicet, IrgulduB fbturus, illustrtssimus Martinus Bumeiiis 
otium aginis, negotia nomtnalia, et officinatn dientum 
vactiain, [KiuUilum fugiens. Orat, implorat tc — nempe, 
Martinus — ut si (quod Dii fsciant) fbrt^ fortunli, absente 
ipso, mivenerit t^^us cUens, eum certiorem feceiis per 
Ulems hdc missas. Ititelllgkmcf an me Anglicb et 
bariiuioe ad te homiuem perdocium seribere oporti^t ? 

0. Agnus. 
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Si status de franco tenemeuto datur avo, ct in codem 
f;icto si mediate vel immediate datur hetredibns vel kmrt- 
dUfus cojyoris dicU aW, posirema bfico verba sunt Lbnita- 
tiouis non Perquisitionis. 

DixL CARLAaKULUB. 


To COWDEN CLAKKE. 

LsTTSfi OCCXLI.] EdnumtiMt February 2, 1820. 

DearOowden — Your books are as the giishing^of streams 
in a desert, liy the way, you have sent no autobiographii^s. 
Your letter seems to imply you had. Nor do I wmt 
any. Cowden, tliey are of the books which I fjive away. 
What damn’d Unitarian skewer-soid’d things the general 
biograpliics turn out ! “ Ibink and Talent ” you shall 

have when Mrs. May has <lone with ^em. Mary likes Mrs. 
Bcfiiiifield much. For me, I read nothing but Astrea 
— it ha. turn’d xny brain — I go about with a switch 
turn’d up at the end ^or a crook ; and Lambs l)eing too 
old, the but4*her tells me, iny cat follows me in a green 
ribband. Becky and her cousin (u:e getting piistoral 
drt^sses. and then w e shall all four go about Arctulisiiig. 
0 cniel Shepherdess ! Inconstant, yet fair, and more 
inconstant for licing fair ! Her gold ringlets fell in a 
disorder superior to order ! Come and join us. 

I am called the Black Shcidicrd — ^you shall be Cowden 
with the Tuft. 

Prrtsaically, we shall be glad to have you both — or any 
two of you-^rop in by surprise some Saturday night 
This must go off. 

Loves to Vittoria. C. L. 

To H. a ROBINSON. 

LKTTica CCCXLll.) Febrmry27, 1828. 

Dear R. — Expectation was al^rt on the receipt of 
yottr stnmge shap^ present, while yet undisclosed fram 
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its ftt0C envelope. Some said, ’tis a viol da Gatnha, 
oiheni pronounced it a fiddle; I, myself, hoped it a 
lu3|ueur case, pregnant with eau-de-vie and such odd 
nectar. When midwifcd into daylight, the gossips were 
at a loss to pronounce upon its species. Most took it 
for a marrow 6|K)on, an apple scoop, a banker’s guinea 
shovel ; at length its true scope appeared, its drift, to 
gave the back-lx)ne of ray sister stooping to scuttles : a 
philanthropic intent ; borrowed, no doubt, from some of 
the Colliers. You save people’s backs one way, and 
bn^k ’em again by loads of obligation. The s|)ectatde8 
are delicate and Vulcanian. No lighter texture than 
their steel did the cuckoldy blacksmith frame to catch 
Mis. Vidcan and the Captain in. For ungnlled forehead, 
us for back unbursten, you have Mary’s tlianks. Marry, 
for iny own peculiurn of obligation, ’twas supererogatory. 
A w^cond iiart of Pamela was enough in conscience. Two 
Pamelas in a house are too much, without two Mr. B.’8 
to reward ’em. 

Mary, who is handselling her new aerial perspectives 
ui.K)n a imr of old worsted stockings tnsl out in Cbeshunt 
lanes, stmds her love : I, great gowMlking. Bid us a 
personal farewell before you see the Vatican. 

Charles Lahb. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lktter CWXLIH.] March 25. 1829. 

Dear H. B. — I send you by desire Parley’s very 
poetical jKH'm. You will Uke, I tliink, the novel head- 
ings of eaidi scene. Scenical directions in verse are 
novelties. With it I send a few duplicatee^ which are 
tktrtfare of no value to me ; and may amuse an idle 
hour. Read “ Christmas *tk the production of a young 
author, who muU all your writings. A goexi word firom 
you about his little book would be as balm to him. It 
has no pretensions, and makes none. But parts are 
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pretty. In Field's Appendix turn to a poem called tlie 
Kangaroo. It is in the best way of our old poets, if I 
mist^e not. I have just come from town, where I have 
been to get my bit of quarterly pension; and hare 
brought home, from stalls in Barbican, the old “ Pilgrim's 
Progress” with the prints — Vanity Fair, etc. — ^now scarce. 
Four shillings. Cheap. And also one of whom I have 
oft heanl and had dreams, but never saw in the flesh 
that is in sheepskin — “The whole theologic works of 

THOMAS AQUINAS.” 

My anus ached with lugging it a mile to the stage ; 
but the burden was a pleasure, such as old Anchisi^s was 
to the shoulders of .<Eneas, or the Liuly to the Lover in 
old romance, who having to carry her to the top of a 
high mountain (the price of obtaining her,) clambered 
with her to the top, and fell dead with fatigue. 

'* Ob the glorious old Scboolmon ! 

There must lie something in him. Such great names 
imply greatness. Who hath seen Micluicl Angelo's 
things — of .us that never pilgrimaged to Rome — and yet 
which of us disbelieves his greatness ? How I will revel 
in bis cobwebs and subtleties, till my brain spins ! 

N,B. I have writ in the old Hamlet : offer it to 
Mitford in my name, if he have not seen it. 'Tis woe- 
fully Ijelow our editions of it. But keep it, if you like. 
(Wiiat is M. to me ?) 

I do not mean this to go for a letter, only to apprise 
you that the \wcei is IxKiked for you this 25th March, 
1820, from the Four Swans, Bishopsgate. With both 
our loves to Lucy and A. K. Yours ever, 0. L. 


To H. C. ROBINSON* 

Lxttee CCCXLIV.J jiprU 10, 1829. 

Dear Robinson — We are afraid you will slip from m 
fttNtn Englajid without again sedng tis. It would bi 
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dianty to come and see me. I have these three days 
been laid up with strong rheumatic pains, in loins, back, 
should^. 1 shriek sometimes from the violence of 
them. I get scarce any sleep, and the consequence is, I 
am restless, and want to change sides as I lie, and I can< 
not turn without resting on my hands, and so turning 
all my body all at once, like a log with a lever. While 
this rainy weather lasts, I have no hope of alleviation. 
I have tried Hanncls and embrocation in vain. Just at 
the hip joint the pangs sometimes arc so cxcruciatim% 
that 1 cry out. It is as violent as the cramp, and m 
more continuoiLs. I am ashamed to whine alK)ut these 
complaints to you, who can ill enter into them; but 
indeed they are sharj). You go about, in rain or fine, 
at all hours, without discommodity. I envy you youf 
immunity at a time of life not much removed from ray 
own. Hut you owe your exemption to temfK?rancc^, 
wliich it is too late for mo to pursue. I, in my lifetime, 
have had my gHxl things, Hence my frame is brittle — 
yours strotig os Imiss. I never knew any ailment yon 
had. You C4in go out at night in all weathers, sit up all 
hours. Well, I don’t want to inomliso ; I only wish to 
say that if you are im lined to a game at double-dumby, 
I would try ami lM>lstcr mysidf in a chair for a rubber 
or so. My <lays arc te<lious, but less so, and less fuiinful 
than my nights. May you never know the pain and 
ditlkuUy I Imve in writing so much ! Mary, who ii 
most kind, joins in the wish. C. Lamb. 


Lftteb CCCXLV.J AfriX 17, 1829. 

1 do confess to miiKdiief. It was the subtlest dia- 
bolieal piece of malice heart of man has contrived. % 
have no more rheumatism than that poker. Never was 
freer from alt pains and aches. Every joint sound, to 
the tip of Uie ear from the extremity of the lesser toe» 
The report Uiy torments was blown circuitously hers 
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from Bury. I could not resist the jeer. I concdvod 
you writhing when you should just receive my congratu* 
lations. How mad you’d be! Well, it is not in my 
method to inflict pangs. I leave that to Heaven; but 
in the existing pangs of a friend I have a share. His 
disquietude crowns my exemption. I imagine you howb, 
ing, and pace across the rotnn, sliooting out my free arms, 
legs, etc., this way and that way, with an assurance of 
not kindling a 8])ark of pain from them. 1 deny that 
Nature meant us to sympathise with tigonies. Those 
Isce-contortioiLs, retortions, distortions have the inerriness 
of antics. Nature meant them for farce — ^not so pleasant 
to the actor, indeed ; but Grimaldi erics when we laugh, 
and ’tis but one that sufifers to make ihottsands rejoice. 

You say that shampooing is ineffectual ; but, f>er 
it is go(Kl, to show the introvolutions, extravolutions, of 
which the animal fniine is capable — to show wdiat the 
creature is receptiblc of, short of disHolution. 

You arc worst of nights, nn’t youl You never was 
lack’d, w^as yout I should like an authentic map of 
those feelings. 

You scf'ra to have the flying gout You can ncarc^ly 
screw a smile out of your face, can you? I sit at 
immunity and sneer ad lifdfvm. Tis now the time for 
you to make gocsl resolutions. I may go on brofiking 
’em for anything the worse I find myself. Your doctor 
seems to keep you on the long cure. Precipitate healings 
are never good Don’t come while you art? so Imd ; I 
shan’t be able to attend to your throes and the duniby at 
once I should like to know how* slowly the })iiin goes 
off. But don’t write, unless the fnotion will h» likely to 
make your sensibility more exquisite. 

Your afiectionate and truly healthy friend, 

0. Lann. 

Mary thought a letter from me might amuse you fn 
your torment. 


VOL. n. 


Q 
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To WALTER WILSON. 

Lsttbr CCCXLVL] May 28, 1829. 

Dear W. — Introduce tins, or omit it, as you like. 
I think I wrote l)etter about it in a letter to you from 
India H. If you have that, perhaps out of the two I 
could patch up a better thing, if you^d return both. But 
I am very jworly, and have been harassed with an illness 
of my sister’s. « 

The Ode was printed in the Neio Timei nearly the 
end of 1825, and I have only omitted some silly lines, 
call it a corrected copy. 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 

Put my name to either, or both, as you like. 

Walter Wilson, Eaq., 

P*urnott Houho, 

Near Bath, Soraersetslnra 


To rnOMAS ALLSOP. 

T.rttkk CCCXLVII.] [Summer 1829]. 

At midsuiHiner, or soon after (I will let you know the 
previous day), I will take a day with you in the purlieus 
of my old haunts. No offence has been taken, any more 
than meant. My house is full at present, but empty of 
its chief pri«ie« She is dead to me for many months. 
But when I see you, then I will stiy, Como and see me. 
With undiininiKhed friendship to you both. 

Your faithful, but queer, C. L. 

How you frightful me! Never write again, “Cole- 
ridge is deati,” at the end of a line, and tamely come in 
with, “ to his friends ” at the l)eginiiiug of another. Love 
Is quicker, and fmr from lore, than the transition ocular 
fr^m line to line. 
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To BBRNAIU) BARTON, 

Lbttkb CCCXLYIII.J iMy8,1829, 

Dear B. B. — I am very mucli grieved indeed for the 
indisposition of poor Lucy. Your letter found me in 
domestic troubles. My sister is again taken ill, and I 
am obliged to remove her out of the house for many 
weeks, 1 fear, before I can hope to have her again, I 
have l)een very desolate indeetl. My loneliness is a little 
ulmted by our young friend Kinma having just come here 
for her holidays, and a 8cluH>lfeIlow of hers that was, 
with her. Still the house is not the saino, though she 
is the same. Mary had liecn pleasing herself with tlio 
prospect of seeing her at this time ; and with all their 
company, the house feels at times a frightful BoUtude. 
May you and I in no very lung time have a more cheer- 
ful theme to write about, and congraiulate upon a 
daughter’s and a sister’s jxjrfeet recovery, l>o not be long 
without telling me how Lm^y goes on. I have a right 
to cjill her by her quaker-name, you kuow. Emma knows 
that I am writing to you, and Iwp to be reraemlxjred to 
you with thankfulness for your ready contribution. Her 
albiun is filling apace. But of her contributors, one, 
almost the flower of it, a most amiable young man and 
late acquaintance of mine, has U^en carried off by con- 
sumption, on return from one of the Azores islands, to 
which he went with hoi>es of mastering the disease, came 
back improved, went back to a most close and confined 
counting-house, and rehq^ed. His name was Ditxlin, 
grandson of the songster. 

to get out of home themes, have you seen Sonthey’a 
Dialogues t His lake descriptions, and the accxiuni 
of his library at Keswick, are very fine. But he 
needed not have called up the ghost of More to bold 
the eonversations with ; which might as well have 
passed between A and B, or Oaius and Lucius. It if 
making too free with a defuuct Ohauoellor and Martyr, 
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I feel as if I had nothing farther to write aliout. 0 I 
forget the prettiest letter I ever read, that I have received 
fSrom ** Pleasures of Memory ” Rogers, in ac^knowledgmeut 
of a sonnet 1 sent him on the loss of his brother. 

It is too long to transcribe, but I hope to show it you 
some day, lis I hope some time again to see you, when all 
of us are well. Only it ends thus : “ We were nearly of 
an age ; be was the ehler. He was the only person in 
the world in whose eyes I always appeared young.” 
I will now take my leave with assuring you that I am 
mfwt interested in hoping to hear favourable accounts 
from you. With kindest regards to A. K. and you, yours 
tnily, C, Im 


Evfibhl Chajte Side,^ Satur(fa)/t 

Lktteb CCCXrjX,] 25/4 o/Jubjf a.d. 1829, 11 A.¥. 

There! — a fiiHer, plumiier, juicier date never drq>t 
from Iduraean i»alm. Am I in the date-iro case now t If 
not, a fig for dates, which is more than a date is worth. 
I never stood much affected to these limitary specialities j 
least of all, since the <late of my sui>eranuuation. 

” What have I with time to do ? 

Slaves of desk*, 'iww meant for you." 

Dear B. B. — Your handwriting has conv^od much 
pleasure to m© in report of Liicy’s restoration. Would 
I c»mld wmd you as gcKxi news of my poor Lucy. But 
some wearisome weeks 1 must remain lonely yet. I have 
hmi the loneliest time, near ten weeks, brok^ by a short 
apjmrition of Emma for her holiilays, whose departure 
only dee[x«ned the returning solitude^ and by ten days X 
have jiast in town. But town, with aQ my native baiik^* 
iug after it, is not what it was. The streets, the shops 
are left ; hut all old friends are gone ! And in London 
I was frightfully convinced of this as I passed houses and 
places, empty (^ets now. 1 have ceased to care almcwt 
abont anybody. The bodies I cared for are in graveSt 
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or dispersed. My old clubs, that lived so long and 
flourished so steadily, are crumbled away. When I took 
leave of our adopted young friend at Charing Cross, 'twas 
heavy unfeeling rain, and I had nowhere to go. Home 
have I none, and not a sym[)atbising house to turn to in 
the great city. Never did the waters of heaven pour 
down on a forlorncr head. Yet I tried ton days at a 
sort of friend’s house., but it was largo and straggling, — 
one bf the individuals of my old long knot of friends, card- 
players, j)leasant coinpaniuns, that have tumbled to pieces, 
into dust and other things ; and I got home on Tlmrsday, 
convinced that 1 was better to get home U> my hole at 
Enflcld, and hide like a sick cat in my corner. Less 
than a month 1 ho|>e will bring home Mary. She is at 
Fulham, looking better in her health than ever, but sadly 
rambling, and scarce showing any pleasure in seeing me, 
or curiosity when I should come again. But the old 
. fetdings will come back again, and we shall drown old 
sorrows over a game of picquet again. But ’tis a tedious 
mt out of a life of 64, to lone 12 or 13 weeks every year 
or two. And to make me more alone, oiu ilbtemp(;red 
maid is gone, w'ho, with all licr airs, was yet a home- 
piece of funiitim^, a record of better days. The young 
thing that has succeeded her is good and attentive, but 
she is nothing. And I have no one here to talk over 
old matters with. Scohiing and quarrelling have some- 
thing of familiarity, and a community of interest ; they 
Imply acquaintance ; they are of resentment, which is of 
the family of dearness. 

I can Ufither scold nor quarrel at this insignifleant 
implement of household services : she is less than a cat, 
and better than a deal dre^sser. What 1 can do, and 
do over-do, is to walk ; but deadly long are the days, 
Uiese Summer all-day days, with but a lialf hour’s candle- 
liglit, and no fire-light. I do not write, tell your kind 
inquisiti^^e Elisa, and can hardly reatl. In the loisiiing 
Jilitckmod will be an old rejected farce of mine, which 
may be new to yon, if you see that same medley. What 
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things art) all the magazines now ! I contrive studiously 
not to see them. The popular New Monthly is perfect 
trash. Poor Hessey, 1 suppose you sec, has f^ed ; Hunt 
and Clarke too. Your “ Vulgar Truths ” will be a good 
name ; and I think your prose must please — me at least 
But 'tis useless to write poetry with no purchasers, 
^is cold work authorship, without something to jmff one 
into fashion. Could you not write something on Quaker- 
ism, for Quakers to read, but nominally addressed to 
Non-Quakers, explaining your dogmas — waiting on the 
Spirit — by the analogy of human calmness and imtient 
waiting on the judgment 1 I scarcely know what I 
mean, but to make Non-Quakers reconciled to your 
doctrines, by showing something like them in mere human 
operations ; but I hardly understand myself ; so let it 
[Hftss for nothing. I pity you for over-work j but I assure 
you, no work is worw. The mind preys on itself, the 
most unwholesome fowl. I bragged formerly that I* 
could not have tf)o much ' time. I have a surfeit 
With few ycArs to come, the days are wearisome. But 
weariness is not eternal. Something will shine out to 
take the load oflf that Rags me, which is at present 
intolerable. I have killed an hour or two in this poor 
wirawl. 1 urn a sanguinary murderer of time, and w'ould 
kill him inch -meal just xmw. But the snake is vital. 
Well : 1 shall write merrier anon. ’Tis the present copy 
of my (Countenance I send, aijd to complain is a little 
to alleviate. May you eigoy yo\irself as far as tlie 
wicked wckxI will let you, and think Uiat you are not 
quite alone os 1 am ! Health to Lucia, tujyi to Anna, 
and kind remembmucca * 

Your forlorn, 0. L. 

To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIPOE. 

Licrran CCCUl J8S». 

iXmr Coleridge- Your sonnet is capital The fw^pMSf 
is ingenious, only that it s})lit into four parts (beBi<kii n 
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side Bplinter) in the carria^. I have tranaferred it to 
the common English paper mmufactured of rag$^ for 
better preservation. I never knew before how the Iliad 
and Odysseg w^ere written. ’Tis strikingly corroborated 
by observations on Oats. These domestic animals, put 
’em on a rug before the fire, wink their eyes up^ and 
listen to the kettle, and then purr, which is their poetry. 

On Sunday week we kiss your liands (if they are 
clean). This next Sunday I have been engaged for some 
time. 

^ With remembrances to your good host and hostess, 

Yours ever, 0. Lamb. 


Lkttkr CCCLL] Tuesdmj 1829. 

My dear Coleridge — With pain and grief, I must 
entreat you to excuse us on Thureday. My head, though 
extemf Uy correct, has hail a severe concussion in my 
long illness, and the very idea of an engagement hanging 
over for a day or two, forbids my rest, and I get up 
miserable, I am not well enough for company. I do 
assure you, no other thing pi'cvents niy coming. I 
expect Field and his brothers this or to-morrow evening, 
and it worrio.s me to death that I am not ostensibly ill 
enotigh to put ’em off. I will get better, when I sliall 
hope to see your nephew. Ho wUl come again. Mary 
joins in best love to the GUlrnans. Do, I eaniestly 
entreat you, excuse me. I assiurc you, again, that I am 
not fit to go out yet. 

Yours (though shattered), 0. Lana 


To Ma SERJEANT TALFOUKD. 

LinriiaCa^Ln.I [1829.] 

Dear Talfouni — You could not have told me of a 
more friendly thing tlian you have been doing. I am 
ptmui of my naiue^e. 1 shall take ears never to 4o 
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any dirty action^ pick pockets, or anyhow get myself 
for fear of reflecting ignominy upon your young 
Ohruom. 1 have now a motive to be good. I shall not 
rnnmi mormr ; — my name borne down the black gulf of 
oblivion. 

I shall survive in eleven letters, five more than Caesar. 
Possibly I shall come to be knighted, or more 1 Sir G. 
li. Talfimrd, Bart. 1 

Yet hath it an authoriKh twang with it, whi^h will 
wear out iny name for poetry. Give him a smile from 
me till I see him. If you do not drop down before, some 
day in the week after next I will come and take one night’s 
lo<lging with you, if convenient, before you go hence. 
You shall name it. We are in town to-morrow 

but by no arrangement can get up near you. 
Believe us Inith, with greatest regards, yours and Mrs, 

I aliourd s. (/it ar Lamb-Piiilo-Talfouri). 

I come as near it its I can. 


To GILLMAN. 

Lrttkh CCCIJII.] SmU, Enfield^ Odoler 20, 1829. 

Dear Gillman — Allsop brought me your kind message 
yostenlay. How «ui 1 account for having not visite<l 
Highpite this long timel Changti of place seemed to 
have chaiigtnl me. How grieved I was to hear in w’lmt 
indiflenuit health Goleridgt? has Iweii, and I not to know 
of it! A little school divinity, well applied, may be 
healing. 1 send him honest Tom ofl Afiuin ; that was 
always an olwtcure great idea to me : I never thought or 
dremiiiHl to see him in the flesh, but t’other day I rescu<4 
him from a stall in Barbu^ and brought him off in 
triumph. He c^uncs to greet Ckileridge^s acceptance, for 
his shwvlateheta I iim uiivrortliy to unlmtse. Yet there 
arc pretty pn»’s and con’s, and such unsatisfactoiy 
leammg in him. Commend me to the question of 
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etiquette — uirum annunetaUo delmerit fieri jf>er 
an^um** — Qiueet 30, Articuius 2. I protest, till aow 
I bid tboaglit Gabriel a fellow of soine mai'k and liveli< 
hood, not a simple esquire, as I find him. Well, do mi 
break ycmr lay brains, nor I neither, with these curious 
nothings. They are nuts to our dear fiieiid, whom 
lioping to see at your first friendly hint that it will l>o 
convenient, I end with begging our very kindcht loves to 
Mrs. Gillman. We have had a sony house of it here. 
Our spirits have been rcnluced till we were at holm's end 
what to do. Obliged to quit this house, attd afraid to 
engage another, till in extremity, I took the desperate 
resolve of kicking bonsti and all down, like Bunyan’s 
pack ; and here we are in u new life at board and lodging, 
with an honest couple our iieighlxnirs. We have ridded 
ourselves of the cores of dirty acres; ami the change, 
though of less than a week, bis had the most beneficial 
effects on Maiy already. She looks two ye^irs and a 
hall' younger for it. But we have had sore trials. 

God send us one liappy meeting ! — Yours faithfully, 

0. LiLMB. 


To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

iiKTTBK OCCLIV. j [October 1820.] 

Dear Fugueist, 
or hear’st thou rather 
Contrapuntist ? — 

We expect you four (as many as the table will hold 
witliout 8t[ueezing) at Mrs, Westwotwi^s Table d*Hute on 
Thursday. You will find the White House shut up, and 
us moved under the wing of the Phoenix, which give* us 
friendly refuge, Bctls for guests, marry, we have none, 
but cleanly accomodings at the Crown and Horse Sh^»e, 
Yours harmonically, C. L. 

Vbcctiiio (what, bo !) NovcHo, a Squire, 

<16, Grt^at C^eeu Street, Littcola*s Inn Fielda 
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To WALTER WILSON. 

LBtTEU CCCLV.] , Enfieldt November 15, 1829. 

My dear Wikon — I have not opened a packet of 
unknown contents for many years that gave me so much 
pleasure as when I disclosed your three volumes. I 
have given them a ciircful perusal, and they have taken 
their degree of classical books upon my shelves. De Foe 
was always my darling ; but what darkness was I in as 
to far the larger part of his writings ! I have now an 
epitome of them all. I think the way in which you 
have done the “Life” the most judicious you could have 
jtttchcd upon. You have made him tell his own story, 
and your (xjmments are iu keeping with the talc. Why, 
I never heard of such a work as the Review. Strange 
that in my stall 'hunting days I never so much as lit 
upon an odd volume of it. This circumstance looks as 
if they wer«^ never of any great circulation. But I may 
have met with Vm, and not knowing the prize, ovcri>a8t 
Vm. I was alma^t a stranger to the whole history of 
Dissenters in those reigns, and picked my way through 
that stnuigc book the “ Consolidator ” at random. How 
adecting are some of his personal ap[)oals ! What a 
ma(*hine of projects he set on foot ! and following writers 
have pickcfl hia jwcket of the juitents. 1 do not under- 
stand wherealKHits in “ Roxana ” he himself left off, I 
always thought the complete-touri»t-sort of description of 
the town she j)a8sei* through on her last cmlmrkation 
miserably unseasonable and out of place, I knew not 
they were spurious. Enlighten me as to where 4hc 
a})ocrypha] matter commences. I, by accident, can 
correct one A. 1)., “Family Instnictor,” vol. ii, 1718; 
you say his first volume biul then reached the fourth 
(^lition ; now I have a fifth, prinLHl for Eman Matthews, 
1717. So have I plucked one rotten date, or rather 
ptckcHl it up where it had inadvertently fallen, from your 
fiourbhing date the Palm of En^di. 1 may take 
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it for my pains. I think yours a book whicli erory 
public library must have, aitdevciy English scholar should 
have. I am sure it has enriched my meagre stock of the 
author's works. 1 seem to be twice as opulent Mary 
is by my side, just finishing the second volume. It must 
have interest to divert her away so long from her modern 
novels. Colburn will be quite jealous. I was a little 
dkaiqHjinteil at my “ Ode to the Treadmill ” not finding 
a plat^e, but it came out of time. The two jmjiers of 
mine will puzzle the reader, bcdiig so akiti. Odd, that 
never keeping a scrap my own letters, with some 
fifteen ycars^ interval I should nearly have said the same 
things. But 1 shall always feel happy in having my 
name go dow n anyhow with Be Foe’s, and tliat of his 
historiographer. I promise mystflf, if not immortality, 
yet diuternity of Inking reml in coiifteciuence. ^Ve have 
both had much illricaa this year ; and feeling infirmities 
and fretfulness grow upon us, we have cast off the cjires 
of housekeeping, sold off our goods, and commenccKl 
boarding and kwlging with a very comfortable old couple 
next door to where you found us. We use a sort of 
common table. Nevertheless, we have resen'cd a private 
one for an ol<l friend ; and when Mrs. Wilson and you 
revisit Babylon, we siiall pray you to make it yours for a 
season. Our very kindest remembnmats to you both. 

Frt^m your old friend and fdlow jf/urtialiH, now in 
ftco i$i«tances, C. Lamb. 

Hozlitt is going to make your Wk a basts for a 
rev'iew of Be Foe’s Novels in the ** Edinbro’.” I wish I 
had health and spirits to do it. Hone I have not seen, 
but I doubt not he will be much pleased with your per- 
formance. I veiy' much ho{ie you will give us an account 
of Buntott, etc. But wliat I should more like to see 
would ho a Life mid Times of Bunyan. Wishing health 
to yon, and long life to your healthy book, again I 
ittlisciibe me, 

Yours in verity, G. U 
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To Mb. GILLMAN. 

LrrrKR (X3CLVL] Jfovembcr 80, 1829. 

Dear G. — The excursionists reached home, and the 
f?ood town of Enfield, a little after four, without slip or 
disloc^ation. little has transpired concerning the events 
of the back-jotirncy, save that on passing the house of 
'Squire McIUhIi, situate a stone-bow's cast from the 
hamlet, Father Westw'ood, with a good-natured wonder- 
ment, exclaimed, I cannot think what is gone of Mr. 
Mcllish’s rooks. I fancy they have taken flight some- 
where, but I have missed them two or three years 
past.” All this while, according to his fellow-traveller's 
rejwrt, the rookery was darkening the air above with 
undiminished population, and deafening all ears but his 
with their cawings. But Nature has i>een gently with- 
drawing such phenomena from the noticjo of two of Thomas 
Westwoo<i'B senses, from the time he began to miss the 
rooks. T. Westwood has passe*! a retired life in this 
hamlet, of thirty or forty years, living upon the minimum 
which is ^insistent with gentility, yet a sUr among the 
minor gentry, receiving the bows of the tratlespeople, and 
a)urtesies of the alms-women, daily. Children venerate 
him not less for his external show of gentry, than they 
wnuuler at him for a gentle rising endorsation of the 
peimm, not amounting to a hump,,pr if a hump, innocuous 
as the hutnf) of the buifalo, and conmative of as mild 
qualities. Tis a throne on which patience sc*em8 to sit, — 
Uie proud |KUT.h of a self-re^iecting humility, stooping 
vrith coude^setmsion. Thereupon the cares of Hlb have 
sate, and rid him c^ily. For he has thrid the mffudia 
dumtU wiUi dexWrity. life o|jcuod ufKm him with com- 
parative briiUimcy, He set out as a rider or travcUor 
for a wholesale house, in which cajiacity he tells of many 
hair-breadth oa^a^ies that befell him ; one esficcially, how 
he rede a mad horse into the town of Devises; how 
horse and rider arrived in a foam, to the utter oonstema- 
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tton of the expoBtiilating hostlerB^ inu-keejicrs, etc. It 
gcems it was sultry weather, piping hot; the st^l 
tormented into frenzy with {^-tlies, long past being 
road-worthy; but siifcty and the interest of tlie house 
he rode for were incompatible things; a fall in scfge 
cloth was ex[)ccted, and a mad entrance they made of it. 
Whether the eicploit was purely voluntary, or partially ; 
or whether a certain {personal deiiguration in the man 
[Mirt of this extraordinary centaur (non -assistive Ui 
partition of natures) might not enforce the <^oiijunction, I 
stand not to inquire, I look not with 'skew eyes into 
the (leods of heroes. The hosier that was burnt with his 
shop, in Field Lane, on Tuesday night, shall have |»ast to 
heaven for me like a Marian Martyr, provided always 
that he consecrated the fortuitous incremation with a 
short ejaculation in the exit, as much as if ho had taken 
his state degrees of martyrdom in fm-ind in the market 
vicinage. There is adoptive as well as ac'quisitivc 
sacxitice. Bo the animus what it might, the fict is 
indisputable, that this com])osition was seen flying all 
al^oad, and mine host of Daintry may yet rememlxir 
its passing through his town, if his scores are iictt more 
faithful than his memory. After this exploit (enough 
for one man), Thomas Westwood s(.h)iiib to have sulwidetl 
into a less hazardous occiqmtion : and in the twenty-fifth 
year of his age we find him a hal^enlasher in Bow Lane : 
yet still retentive of liis early riding (though leaving it 
to rawer stomachs), and Christmosly at night si thence to 
this last, and shall to his latest Christmas, hath he, doth 
he, and shall he, tell after supfier the story of the insane 
st^ and the desjteratc rider. Save for Bc<llam or 
Luke’s no eye could have guessed tliat melting day what 
house he rid for. But ho rc|x>se8 on his bridles, and 
after the ups and downs (metaphoric only) of a life 
behind the counter — hard riding sometimes, I fear, for 
poor T. W, — with the scrapings together of the shop, and 
me etneedoie^ he hath finally settled at Enfield ; by hard 
eeotiomisiog, gardening, building for himseli^ hath reared 
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a numsion; married a daughter; qualified a aon for a 
counting-house ; gotten the resiKJct of high and low; 
aeTred for self or substitute the greater parish oflices; 
hath a special voi(^ at vestries ; and^ domiciliating us, 
bath reflee.ted a ])ortion of his house-keeping respectability 
upon your Immble servants. We are greater, being his 
lodgers, than when we were substantial renters. His 
name is a passport to take off the sneers of the native 
Enfielders against obnoxious foreigners. We are en- 
deuixened. Thus much of T. Westwood have I thought 
fit to ac/iuaint you, that you may see the exemplary 
reliance upf»n Providence with which I entnisted so dear 
a charge as iny own sister to the guidance of a man 
that n>ile the mad horse into Devizes. To come from Iuk 
heroic character, all the amiable qualities of domestic life 
concentre in this tamed Bcllerophon. He is excellent 
over a glass of grog ; just {is pleasant without it ; laughs 
when ho hears a joke, and when (which is much oftener) 
he hears it not ; sings glorious ohl sea- songs on festival 
nights ; and but iqwn a slight acquaintance of two years, 
Coleridge, is as dear a ileaf old man to us as old Koriis 
(rest his soul !) w{i8 after fifty. To him and his scanty 
literature (what there is of it,8oim<f)have we flown from the 
metropolis and its damn’d animalists, rcview'crs, authors, 
and the whole muddy ink press of that stagnant i>ool. 

Now, Gillman again, you do not know the treasure of 
the Fullers. 1 calculate on having ma.s.sy reading till 
Christmas. All I want here is Iks^ks of the tnic sort, 
not those things in boanls that mo<lenis mistake for 
books, what they club for at book-clubs. 

I did not mean to cheat you with a blsmk side, but 
my eye smarts, for which I am taking medicine, and 
abstain, this day at least, from any aliments but milk- 
porridge, the innocent taste of which I am anxious to 
renew after a half-century’s disacquaintance. If a blot 
fall here like a t««ar, it is not pathos, but an angry eye. 

Farewell, while my $peciiia are sound. 

Yours and yours, 


0. Lam& 
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Lfttee CCCLVII.] 1S29. 

Pray triwt me vith the ** Church Histoiy,” as well m 
the “ Worthies/* A moon shall restore both. Also give 
roe back “Him of Aqiiinum.” In return you have Ue 
li^fU of my countennnre. Adieu. 

P.iS. — A sister also of mine comes with it. A son of 
Nimshi drives her. Their driving will have been fbrtous, 
impassioned. Pray Gwl they have not toppled over 
the tunnel ! I promise yon I fear their sttHid, bred out 
of the wind without father, seini Melehisedeeish, hot, 
phaetontic. From my country Icnlgings at Enfield 

0. L. 


fjKTTER CCCLVITT.] [Decemikr] 182d. 

Dear Gillmaii— Pmy do you, or 8 . T. C., inmiediately 
write *0 say 3mu have received back the golden works of 
tho dear, fine, silly old angel, which I part from, bleeding, 
and to say how the Winter has used yon all. 

It is our intioition soon, wc^ather jKjrniitting, to coroc 
over for a day at Highgiite ; for bods we will tnist to the 
Gat^House, should you be full : tell me if wc may coroc 
casually for in this change of climate there is no naming 
a day for walking. With liest loves to Mrs. Gillinan, etc?. 

Yours, mopish, but in health, 0. Lamb. 

I shall be uneasy till I hear of Fuller’s safe arrival 


To BERNABD BARTON, 

Lipitbe CCCLIX.] December $, 1$^. 

My dear B. B. — You are very good to have been 
uneai^ about us, and I have the satisfaction to tell yott 
that we are both in better health and spirits than we 
have been for a year or two past ; I may say than we 
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been since we have been at Enfield. The cause 
may not ap|)car quite adequate, when 1 tell you that 
a course of ill -health and spirits brought us to the 
determination of giving up our house here, and we are 
boarding and hnlging with a worthy old couple, long 
inhabitants of Enficjld, wheii everything is done for us 
without our trouble, further than a reasonable weekly pay- 
ment. We should have done so before, but it is not esi&y 
to flesh and blood to give up an ancient establishment, 
to discard old Ptniates, and from house keepers to turn 
house sharers. (NJL We are not in the worklioiiscj.) 
Diocletian, in his garden, found more repose than on the 
imt)erial seat of Iteme ; and the nob of Charles the Fifth 
acrhtHl scldoiiicr under a monk’s cowl than under the 
diadem. With such slnulowa of assimilation we conn 
tenance our degradiition. With such a load of dignified 
can^s just removed from our shoulders, we can the more 
understand and pity the accession to yours, by the 
advancement to an assigneeship. I will tell you honestly, 
B. B., that it has lieen long my deliberate judgment that 
all UuikruptH, of whatsoever denomination, civil or reli- 
gions, ought to Ikj hanged. The ])ity of mankind has 
for age.s run in a wrong channel, and has l)een diverted 
fn>m ptK)r crediters — (how many I have known sufferers ! 
llarJitt has just been defrauded of £ 100 by his liookscller- 
friends breaking) — te scoundrel debtors. I know all 
the topics - that distress imiy (?oino ujKm an honest m :ti 
without his fault ; that the failt£re of one that he trustixl 
was his (^lamity, ete. Then let both ho hanged. 0 how 
careful it would make tradeni! These are my deliberate 
thoughts, after many years’ ex|)erieuce in matters of trade. 
What a world of trouble it would have saved you, if 
Friend ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ been immediately hanged, without 
Iwnefit of clergy, which (being a Quaker I presume) he 
amid not n^asonably insist upon. Why, after slaving 
twelve months in your assign-biiudiiess, you will be enabled 
to declare Tti. in the pound in all human probal^ity. 
B. B., be should be hanged. Trade will never re-flourii^ 
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in this land till such a law is estahlished. I write 
not to save ink but eyes, mine having been troubled witii 
reading through three folios of old Fuller in almost as 
few days, and 1 went to bed lost night in agony, and am 
writing with a vial of eye:water before me, alternately 
dipping in vial and inkstand This may inflame my seal 
against bankrupts, but it was my speculation when I 
could see better. Half the world's misery (Eden else) is 
owing to want of money, and all that want is owing to 
bankrupts. I declare I would, if the state wantctl practi- 
tioners, turn hangman myself, and should have great 
pleasiurc in hanging the firat bankrupt after my salutary 
law should be established. I have seen no Annuals, and 
wish to see none. I like your fun upon them, and was 
quite pleased with Bowles’s sonnet. Hood is, or was, at 
Briglitou ; but a note (prose or rhyme) to liiiii, Robert 
Street, Adelphi, I am sure, wouhl extract a copy of Ais, 
which also I have not seen. Wishing you and yours all 
health, I conclude while these frail glasses are to mo — 
eyes. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Lktter CCCLX.] Jarmary 22, 1S30. 

And is it a year since we parted from you at the steps 
of Edmonton stage t There are not now the years that 
there used to be. The tale of the dwindled age of men, 
reported of succeasional mankind, is true of the same man 
only. We do not live a year in a year now. 'Tis a 
punelvm dam. The seasons pass us witli iudidercnce. 
Spring cheers not, nor Winter heightens our gloom; 
Autumn hath foregone its moralities,— they are ** hey-pass 
repasB,’* as in a show-box. Yet, as far as last year occurs 
back, — for they scarce show a reflex now, they make no 
memory as heretofore, — 'twos sufficiently gloomy. Let 
the sallcji nothing pass. Suffice it, that after sad sforijla, 
voi. u. B ; ; 
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prolonged through many of its mouths, as it called thein^ 
we have cast our skins; have taken a farewell of the 
pompous, troublesome trifle, called housekeeping, and 
are settled down into poor boarders and lodgers at next 
door with an old couple, the Baucis and Baucida of dull 
Enfleld. Hero we have nothing to do with our victuals 
but to eat them ; with the garden but to see it grow ; 
with the t£ix-gathcrer but to hear him knock ; with the 
maid but to hear her scolded. Scot and lot, butcher, 
linker, arc things unknown to us, save as spectators of the 
pageant. We are fed we know not how ; quietists — con- 
fiding ravens. W c have oiiumpro dignilaU^ a respectable 
insignificanco. Yet in the self-condemned obliviousness, in 
the stagnation, some inulc.sting yearnings of life, not quite 
kilUnl, rise, prompting me that there wjw a London, and 
that I was of that old Jerusalem. In dreams I am in 
Fleet Market, but I wake and cry to sleep again. I die 
luird, a stubborn Kloisa in this detestable Paraclcta 
What have 1 gjiine<l by health 1 Intolerable dulness. 
"What by early hours and moderate meals ? A total blank. 
0 never let the lying jxiets be l>elieved, who ’tice men 
from the cheerful haunts of streets, or think they mean 
it not of a country vilhige. In the ruins of Palmyra I 
could gird myself up to solitude, or muse to the snorings 
of llie Stiveii Slee|HU'8 ; but to have a little teaming image 
of a town abnit one ; country folks that do not look like 
country folks ; shojw two yards scpiare, half a-dozen apples, 
uml two [HHin'orth of overlooked gingcr-bn;iui for the lofty 
fruitertTS of Oxfonl Street ; and, for the immortal book 
and firint stivUs, a circulating library that stands still, 
where the sluiw-jneture is a hist yeafs Valentine, and 
whither the fame of the last ten Scotch novels has not yet 
travelletl, — (marry, they just begin to be conscious of the 
Mnlgnufdlft :) — to have a new plastered flat church, and 
to 1^ wishing that it was bttt a cathedral ! The veiy 
blackgnanb here are degenerate ; the toppling gentry stock- 
brtikers ; the ixtssengers too many to insure your quiet, or 
kl you go altout whistling or gaping, too few to be the 
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ftoe indifferent pageant of Fleet Street. Oonfining, mm- 
keeping* thickest Winter, is yet more bearable here than 
the gaudy months. Among one's Wks at one's fire by 
candle, one is soothed into an oblivion that one is not in the 
country ; but with the light the green fields return, till 1 
gaze, and in a calenture can plunge myself into St Giles's. 

0 let no native Londoner imagine that health, and rest, 
and innocent occupation, interchange of converw^ sweet, and 
recreative study, can make the country anything better 
than altogether odious and det(j«table 1 A g^irdcn was 
the primitive prison, till man, with Promethean felicity 
and boldness, luckily sinned himself out of it. Thenoe 
followed Babylon, Nincveli, Venice, London, halicrdnshers, 
goldsmiths, ttivcrns, playhouses, sfitircs, epigrams, puns, — 
these all came in on the town part, and the thither side 
of innocence. Man found out inventions. From my deii 

1 return you condolence for your decaying sight ; not for 
anything there is to see in the country, but for the miss 
of the pleasure of reading a London newH|mj)or. The 
poets are as well to listen to ; anything high may, nay 
must, be read out; you read it to yourself with an 
imaginary auditor ; but the light jmragniphs must Ikj glid 
over by the proper eye; mouthing mumbles their gos- 
sameiy suljstance. 'Tis these trifles I should mourn in 
fading sight A newspaper is the single gleam of comfort 
I receive here ; it comes from rich Cathay with tidings of 
mankind. Yet I could not attend to it, read out by the 
most beloved voice. But your eyes do not get worse, I 
gsither. O for the collyrium of Tobias inclosed in a 
whiting's liver, to send you with no a{K>crypha! good 
wishes ! The last long time I heard from you, you hml 
knocked your head against somothing. Do not do so ; 
for your head (I do not flatter) is not a knob, or the top 
of a brass nail, or the end of a nine pin, — unless a 
Vidcanian hammer could fairly batter a ** Ueeluse " out of 
it ; then arould I bid the smirched god knock and knock 
lustily, the twb-handed skinkcr. Mary most miueese out 
41 fine proprid ma»u, but indeed her fingers l^ve been 
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incorrigibly ncrvouB to letter writing for a long interval 
^wUl plcaee you all to hear, that though I fret like a lion 
in a net, her present health and spirits are better than 
they have been for some time past. She is absolutely 
three years and a half younger, as I tell her, since we 
have adopted this boarding plan. 

Our providers are an honest pair, Dame W[e8twood] 
and her husband. He, when the liglit of prosperity 
shined on them, a moderately thriving habcnhisber, within 
Bow bells, retired since with something under a com|)e- 
tcnco ; write himself parcel gentleman ; hath borne parish 
offices ; sings fine old sea songs at threescore and ten ; 
sighs only now and then when he thinks that he has a mi\ 
OB his hands, about fifteen, wliom he finds a difficulty in 
getting out intr) the world, and then cliccks a sigh with 
muttering, us I once heard him prettily, not meaning to 
1)6 heard, “I have married my daughter, however takes 
the weather as it comes ; outsides it to town in severest 
season ; and o^ winter nights tells old stories not tending to 
literature (how comfortiible to author>rid folks !), and has 
one anecdote^ u|M)n which and about forty pounds a year 
he seems to have retired in green old age. It was how 
ho was a rider in bis youth, travelling for 8ho]»8, and once 
(not to lialk his employees bargain) on a sweltering day 
in August, roile foaiaiug into Dunstable nfK>n a mad home, 
to the dismay and exjxjstulatory wondennent of innkeepers, 
ostlers, etc., who dwhireti they yrould not have bestrid 
the lx?a«t to win the Derby. Understand, the creature 
gallctl to dt'oth and dcsiH^ratlon by gad-fiics, cormorant- 
winged, worse than beset Inachus’s daughter. This he 
tells, this he brindles and bumislics on a Winter’s eve ; 
^tis his star of set glory, his rejuvenescenoe, to descant 
upon. Far from me be it (<fu aivr/OAt) to look a gift 
story in the mouth, or cruelly to surmise (as those who 
doubt tlie plunge of Curtlus) that the inseparate con- 
Juncture of man and Ix^ast, the contaur-phenomenon tluit 
staggered all Dunstalde, might have lx)en flie efiect of an* 
foutaotic necessity ; that the hoirse-|xirt carried the reason* 
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inipr, willy nflly ; that nceda mast when sueh a devil dr^ve : 
that certain spiral coiiii$pirations in the frame of T[homfiaj 
W[e8twoodl unfriendly to aligliting, made the alliance 
more forcible than voluntary. Let him eiyoy his fsme 
for me, nor let me hmt a whisper that shall dismount 
IVlleroidion. But in case he was an involuntary martyr, 
yet if in the fiery conflict ho buckled the soul of a constant 
habenlasher to him, and adopted his flames, let accident 
and him share tht3 glory. You would all like Thomas 
Wcistwood. How weak is painting to dtwribe a man ! 
Say that he stands four feet anti a nail high by his own 
yard measure, which, like the sceptre of Agjimt mnon, shall 
never sprout again, still you have no adt^quate idea ; nor 
when I tell you that his dear hump, which I have favomrcci 
lu the picture, seems to me of the buffalo — indicative and 
n^jKJsitory of mild qualities, a budget of kindnesses — still 
- yoti have not the man. Knew you old Norris of the 
Templet sixty years ours and our father’s friend? Ho 
was not more natural to us than this old W., the acquaint- 
ance of scarce more weeks. Under his roof now ought 1 
to take„my rest, but that back-looking ambition tells me 
1 might yet be a Londoner ! Well, if we ever do move, 
we have incumbrances the less to impede us; all our 
furniti’re has faded under the auctioneer’s hammer, going 
for nothing, like the tarnisluMl frippery of the prckligal, 
and we have only a spoon or two left to bless us. 01othe.<l 
we came into Enfield, and naked wo must go out of it. 
I would live in Lomlou shiiiiless, bookless. Henry 
Crabb is at Romo ; advices to that effect have reached 
Bury, But by solemn legacy he bc([ucathed at }>arting 
(whether he should live or die) a turkey of Su^lk to 
he sent eveiy succeeding Christmas to us and divers 
other friends. What a genuine old bachelor’s action ! 1 
fear he will find the air of Italy too classic. His station 
is in the Harx forest ; his sou! is be-Goethod. Miss Kelly 
we never see; Talfimrd not this half-year: the latter 
fioarmbqs, but the exact numljer of his children (God Ibr- 
g^e me t) I have utterly forgotten. We single p^k are 
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often ont in our count there. Shall I say twol We 
see scarce anylxKly. Can I cram loves enough to you ail 
in this little 0 1 Excuse particularising. 0. L. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lkttkii CCCLXI.] Fe&mary 25, 1830. * 

Dear B. B. — To reply to you by return of post, I 
must gobble up iny dinner and despatch this in prop} id 
fitraond to the oifice, to lie in time. So take it from me 
hastily, that you are perfectly welcome to furnish A. C. 
with the scrap, which I had almost forgotten writing. 
The more ray character comes to be known, the less uiy 
venwnty will come to Ixj siisfKJcted. Time every day clears 
up some susiweted narrative of Herodotus, Bruce, and 
others of m great travellers. Why, that Joseph Paioe 
was as real a in^rson as Joseph Hume, and a great deal 
phnisantiT, A carefid oliscrvcr of life, Bernard, has no 
need to invent. Nature roraanct^ it for him. Dinner 
jdates rattle, ami I |)ositively shall incur indigestion by 
mirryiiig it half coiicoctecl to the post-house. Let me 
congTiitulate you on the S)>ring coming in, and do you in 
return comlole with mo on the Winter going out. W^hen 
the old one seldom comes a l)etter. I dread the 
prosjK^ct of Summer, with his alUlay-long days. No need 
of his assistance) to make country pla<‘.e8 dull. With fire 
and candle-light I can dream myself in Hoi boro. Witli 
lightfuuno skies shining in to M-time I can not This 
Mi)sech, ami these tents of Kedar — I would dwell in the 
skirts of Jericho rather, and think every blast of the 
coming-in mail a ram^s horn. Give me old London at 
fire ami plague times, rather than these tepid gales, healthy 
muntry air, and purposeless exercise. 

I^g of mutton absolutely on the table. 

Take our hasty loves and short farewell C. L. 
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To Mrs. HAZLITT. 

Lwtkr CCCLXir. ] JfareK 4. ISf O. 

Dear Saraii— ^1 was meditating to come and sse you, 
Imt I am unable for the walk. We are both very unwell, 
and under afllictiou for j>ot)r Emma, who has had a very 
dangeroas brain fever, and is lying very ill at Buiy, fi-om 
whence I cx|»ect a summons to fetch her. We are very 
sorry for your eoiifinement. Any l)ook8 1 liave are at your 
servicje. I am almost, I may say (/uitf sure, that Icttcm to 
Iiulia ptiy no postagis and may go by the regular Post 
01h(te, now in St. Martin* les Grand. I think any receiv- 
ing house would take them. I wish I could eonlirm your 
hojic‘8 about 1 )ick Norris. But it is quite a dream. Some 
old Bencher of his surname is made Treasurer for the year, 
I suppose, wliicii is an anmnil oilice. Norris >vas Sul> 
Treastirer, quite a did'orent thing. They were pretty well 
ill the Summer; hince when we liuve heard nothing of 
them. 

Mrs, lieynolds is l»ctte,r than she has been for years. 
She is with a disagreeable woman that she has taken a 
mighty fancy to, out of spite to a rival woman she use<l 
to live and quarrel with. She grows quite faU they tell 
me, and may live as long as I do, to bo a tonnenting rent- 
charge to iny diminished income. We go on pretty com- 
fortably in our new place. 1 will come and' have a talk 
with you when poor Emma*s affair is settled, and will 
bring books. At present 1 am weak, and could hardly 
bring my legs home yestertlay nfUtr a much shorter stroll 
than to Northaw. Mary has got her bonnet on for a 
short expedition. May you get better, as the Spring 
comes on. She sends her best love 

With mine. C. It, 

Mra Hauditt, 

Mrs. Tomlinson’s, 

Northaw, near Pottet^s Bar, Herts. 
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To Rev. JAMES GILLMAN. 

Lkttrii OCCLXIII.] March 8, 1880. 

My defir G. — Your friend Battin (for I knew him 
immediately by the amooth Batinity of his style) must 
excuse me for advocating the cause of his friends in Spitab 
Helds. The htet is, I am retained by the Norwich % 
people, and have already ajipcared in their paper under 
the signatures of “Lucius Sergius,” “Bluff,” “Broa4b 
Cloth,” “ No-trade-to-thc-Woollen-Trade,” “ Anti-plush,” 
etc., in defence of druggets and long camblets. And 
without this pro cngagoinent, I feel 1 should naturally 

have chosem a side opjiosite to , for in the silken 

seemingnesH of his nature there is that which offends me. 
My flenh tingles at such ciitcrpillars. He shall not crawl 
me over, Let him and his workmen sing the old burthen, 

** Ildgh ho, ye weavers l’‘ 

for any aid I shall offer them in this emergency. I was 
over St. liUkc’s the other day with my friend Tuthill, and 
mightily pleaso<l witli one of his contrivances for the 
comfort and amelioration of the students. They have 
double cells, in which a |«iir may lie feet to feet horizon- 
tally, and chat the time away as rationally as they can. 
It must certainly Iw more sociable f(»r them these warm 
raving nights. The right-hand ""truckle in one of Uiesc 
friendly recesses, at present vacant, was preparing, I un- 
derstood for Mr. Irving, Pix>r ftdlow ! it is time he 
removed from IVntouville, I followed him as far as to 
Highlniry the other day, with a mob at his heels, calling 
out ii])on Kningiddon, who I snpixBe is some Scotch 
moderator. He squint^ out his favourite eye last Friday, 
in the fury of possession, upon a })oor woman*^ shoulders 
that was crying matches, and has not missed it. The 
comiioolcm trucic, as far as I fx)uld measure it with my 
eye, would convcaikntly fit a person about the l^gih tA 
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Ooleridge, allowing for a reaaonablo drawing up of the 
foet^ not at all {lainfuL Boos be talk of moving this 
^Itiaker 1 You and I have too much sense to tronble our- 
selves with revelations; many, to the same in Greek, 
you may have something professionally to say. Tell C, 
that he was to coiue and see us some fine day. Let it be 
l>efore he moves, for in his new quarters he will necessarily 
Ije confined in his conversation to his brother prophet 
* Conceive the two Babbis foot to foc»t, for there arc no 
Gamaliels there to afiect an humbler t)osture ! All are 
rnasttjrs in that Patmos, where the law is |K*rfwt equality ; 
liatmos I should rather say, for they will be liima’s twin 
darlings ; her ^iffoction will be ever at the full. Well ; 
keep your brains moist witli gooseberry this mad March, 
for the devil of exposition seeketh dry places. 

0. L 


To WILLIAM AYRTON. 

Lsmtir CCCTiXl V.] Mr. Chnsr Enjidd^ 

March 14, 1830. 

My dear Ayrton — Your letter, which was only not 
so pleasant as your appearancxi would have l)een, has revived 
some old images, — Phillips (not the Colonel), with his 
few hairs bristling up at the charge of a revoke, which 
lie declares impossible ; the old Captain’s significant nod 

over the right shoulder (was it notl); Mrs, B ^’s 

determined questioning of the scx>ro, after the game was 
absolutely gone to the d — 1; the plain but hospitable 
cold boiled-beef suppers at 8idelx>ard ; all which fancies, 
redolent of middle age and strengtbful spirits, come across 
os ever and anon in this vale of deliberate seneetitude, 
yeleped Enfield. 

You imagine a doep gulf between you and us ; and 
there is a pitable hiatus in kind between St James’s 
Park and this extremity of Middlesex. But the mere 
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dlBtance in turnpike roads is a trifle. The roof of a 
coach swings you down in an hour or two. We have a 
sure hot joint on a Sunday ; and when had we better ? 
I suppose you know that iU health has obliged us to give 
up housekeeping ; but we have an asylum at the very 
next door (only twenty-four inches further from town, 
which is not material in a country expedition), where a 
iahU iSMU is kept for us, without trouble on our parts, 
and wo ailjourn after dinner, when one of the old work! 
(old friends) droj% casually down among us. Come and 
find us out ; and seal our judicious change with your 
approbation, wlicnever the whim bites, or tlie sun prompt r. 
No need of announcement, for wo are sure to be at 
home. 

I keep putting off the subject of my answer. In truth 
I am not in spirits at present to see Mr. Murray on such 
a btisiness ; but pray otfer him my acknowledgments, and 
an assurance that I should like at least one of his pro* 
{K)sitions, as 1 have so much additional matt<*r for the 
SvKciMENS as might make tw'o volumes in all ; or onk 
(new edition), omitting sucli Initter-known autiu)ra as 
Ikjjiumout and Fletcher, Jonson, eU*. 

Ihit we are botli in trouble at present. A very dear 
young friend of ours, who jxuised her Christmas holidays 
here, has Ihjcu taken dangerously ill with a fever, from 
which she is very precariously recovering, and I expect a 
sunmions to fetch her when she is vrell enough to Ixmr the 
journey from Bur)'. It is Emma'lsola, with whom we 
got a<*quainted at our first visit to your sister at Canv 
bridge, and she has l)ccn an occasional inmate with us 
(and of late years much more frequently) ever since 
While she is in this danger, and till she is out of it, and 
here in a proWble way to rccovery, I fed that I have no 
spirits for an engagement of any kind. It has becffl a 
terrible shot^k to us ; therefore I l)eg that you will make 
my haiidsomwt excuses to Mr. Murray. 

Onr very kindest loves to Mrs. A. ami the younger A,'s. 

Your unforgtdU^n, C. Lamii. 
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To Mrs. WILLIAME 

Littkr CCCLXVJ JjvU % 18$ ). 

Dear Madam— I have great pleasure in letting you 
know Miss Isola has suffered very little from fatigue on 
her long journey. 1 am ashaine<l to say that I <»ino 
homo rather the more tired of the two ; but 1 am a very 
unpractised tmveller. Wo found njy sister very well in 
hedth, only a little impatient to sec her ; and idler a few 
hysterical tears for gladness, all was comfortable again. 
We arrived hero from Epj>ing iH'tween five and six. 

The incidents of our journey were trilling, but you 
Ijade us tell them. We hml then in the coacth a rsither 
talkative gentleman, but very civil all the way ; and took 
up a servant maid at Stamford going to a sick mistress. 
To the latter a particijwition in the iiospitalitics of yout 
nice rusks and sandwiches proved agn'cable, as it did to 
my comimnion, who took merely a sip of the weakest wine 
ajid water with them. The fonnor engaged me in a dis- 
course for full twenty miles, on the prol»ablo advantages 
of steam carriages, which, l)cing nitTely problematical, I 
iKire my part in with some credit, in spite of my totally 
un-engiueer-like faculties. But when, somewhere about 
8tanstead, he put an unfortunate qiiestum to me, as to 
** the probability of its turning out a gcHxl tuniip sciison,” 
and when 1, who am still less of an agriculturist than a 
steam phUosoivher, not knowing a turnip from a |V)tato 
ground, innocjcntly raatle answer, “ I iMdieve it deiicnds 
very much upon boilwi legs of mutton,” my unlucky reply 
set Miss Isola a laughing to a degree that disturbeni her 
tranquillity for the only moment in our journey. I am 
afraid my credit sank very low with my other fellow- 
traveller, who had thought he ha<l met with a 
informed which is an aociilcut so desirable in 

a stage coa^di. We were rather less communicative^ but 
stiH ^endly, the rest of the way. 



LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMH 


How I etilployed myself between Epping and Enfield, 
the poor verses in the front of my paper may inform you, 
which you may plme to christen an “ Acrostic in a Cross 
Eoad,’’ and which I wish were worthier of the lady they 
refer to ; but 1 trust you will plead my pardon to her on 
a subject so delicate as a lady’s good name. Your candour 
must acknowledge that they are written straight And 
now, dear Madam, I have left myself hardly space to 
express my semse of the friendly reception I found at 
Fomham. Mr. Williams will tell you that we had the 
pleasure of a slight meeting with him on the road, where 
I could almost have told him, hut that it seemetl un- 
gracious, that such had been your hospitality, that I 
scarcely misstMl tlie good master of the family at Fornham, 
though h(jartily I siiould have njoiml to have made a 
little longer at^tjuaintance with him. I will say nothing 
of OUT deep^^r obligations to both of you, l)cc{iuse I think 
wo agreed rit Fomham that gratitmle may Ikj over- 
exacted on th<^ part of the obliging, ami ovtT-expressed 
on the part of the oblig(Ml person. 

My sisbT and Miss Isola join in reM}»ect8 to Mr. 
Williams and yourself. Miss Isola will have the pleasure 
of writing to you next week, and wo shall hope at your 
h'isnrc to hear of your own health, etc. 

I am, dear Mmlam, with great re,*<[)ect, your obliged 

Charles Lamd. 


liRTTsa CCCLXVI.l Good Frid*ttj, 1830. 

Dear Mmlain— I do assure you that yourveriies gratiiicil 
me very much, and niy sister is quite f*rond of them. 
For the first time in my life 1 congratulated myself ujxm 
the sliortness and meanness of my name. Had it h^^n 
SchwarUenlsTg or l^t»?rlwwy, it would have jmt you to 
some puiRxle. 1 am afraid I shall sicken you of acrostics, 
Imt this last was written to order, I lieg you to have 
inserted hi your <x>uiity paper something like this adver- 
; ** To the nobility, gentry, and others, ahostt 
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Buf3r,-^0. Lamb respectfbllj informs his friends and tbo 
pul^c in genera], that he is leaving off business in ilie 
acrostic line, as he is going into an entirely mw line. 
Kebuses and Charades done os usual, and upon the old 
terms. Also, Epitaphs to suit the memory of any poison 
deceased.” 

1 thought I had adroitly escaped the rather uupliable 
name of “ Williams,” curtailing yomr poor daughters to 
their proper surnames ; but it seems you would not let 
me off so easily. If these trifles amuse you, I am paid* 
Though really tis an o|M‘ration t4>»> much like — “ A, apple- 
pie ; B, bit it.” To make amends, I request leave to 
lend you the ** Excursion,” and to roi’ommcnd, in |>ar- 
tieular, the ** ( /luirehyard Storu«,” — in the seventh book, 
I thitik. They will strengthen the tone of your mind 
after its weak diet on acimtics. 

Miss Isola is writing, and will tell you that wc arc 
going on very comfortably. Her sister is just come. 
She blames my last verscH, as In'ing more written on Mr. 
Williams than uii yourself ; but how should I have parUnl 
whom a Suj)orior Power has brought together! I Ijog 
you will jointly accept of our best respects, and pardon 
your obsequious if not troublesome coiTes{K)ndent, 

a L* 

P,aS \ — I am the worst folder uj) of a letter in the 
world, exctfpt certain Hottentots, in the laud of Oaffre, 
who never fold up their letters at all, writing very badly 
upon skins, etc. 


To ROBERT SOUTHEY* 

Lsttke CCCLXVn.] May 10, 18$0. 

Dear Southey — My friend Hone, whom you would 
like /or a I found deeply im}>ressed with your 

gieiieroos notice of him in your beimtifttl Life of 
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which I am just now foil of. He has written to you for 
leave to publish a certain good-natured letter. I write not 
thhi to enforce hi« request, for we are folly aware that the 
refusal of such publication would be quite consistent with 
all that is good in your character. Neither he nor I 
expect it from you, nor exact it ; but if you woidd consent 
to it, you would oblige rae by it, as well as him. He is 
just now in a critical situation : kind fritmds have opened 
a coffee-house for him in the City, but their means have 
not extended to tiic purchase of c(>free-i)ots, credit for 
Reviews, newspapers, and other paraj^hcrnalia. So I am 
sitting in the skeleton of a jmssible divan. What right 
1 have to interfere, you best know. Look on mo as a dog 
who went once temporarily insane, and bit you, and now 
Iji^gs for a cnist. Will you set your wits to a dogl 

Our object is to ojMjn a subscription, which iny friends- 
of the arc most willing to forward for him, but 

think that a leave from you to publish would md it. 

But not an atom of rt^spect or kind ness will or shall it 
aljjite in eitluT of us if you decline it. Have this strongly 
in your mind. 

Those Eirry D(ii/ and 7*aUe Books will be a treiisme’ 
a hundre<l years lienee, but they have faile<l to make 
Hone’s fortune. 

Hon^ his wife ami nil his children are about me, gaping 
for eolfee custnmers ; but how should they come in, seeing 
no jHit Ixuling ! 

Knough of Hone, I saw Cnderidgc! a day or two since. 
lia.H hml some severe attack, not panilytic ; but if I 
hail not hoartl of It 1 shotild not have found it out. He 
links, and esj»edally speaks, strong. How ore all tho^ 
Wonlsw'orths and all the Simtheys ? whom I am obliged 
to you if you have not brougtit up haters of the name of 

C. Lamr 

1 have gone lately info the acrostic line. 1 fincf 
gtmttts (sneh as I hail) <lecUne8 with me, but I get clever. 
i)o you know anybody that wants chamdee, or sudi things- 
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for Albums 1 1 do ’em at so much a sheet Perhaps an 
ep}g;ram (not a very happy-gram) I did for a school-boy 
yesterday may amuse. I pray Jovo he may not g«‘t a 
dogging for any false quantity ; but ’tis, with one excep. 
tioD, the only Latin vori^es I have made for forty years : 
and I did it ** to order.” 

CUIQUK SUUM. 

Adficisdt fiihi divttia.s at opes alieuas 

Fur, Apolitms qutxl luihi, quoilque tibi, 

rropriiun enit, ti'inuons Imcc verbti, meutiique tuumque ; 

Oiiuie suuiu est : landi iii ciiiqtie Mtnini tribiiit : 
l)at resti collutu ; \ah ! ciirnifioi dat ; 

Se i«e Diabolo i sic K*ue, Clique Rtiiim. 

I write from Hone’s ; therefore Mary eannot send her 
love to Mrs. Southey, but I do. 

Yours ever, 0. L. 


Tu Mit, MOXON. 

bKrrftiJ CCCbXVIll.] May 12, 1830. 

l)car ,M. — I dined with your and niy Koger^, at Mr. 
Cary’s, yesterday. Caiy^ consulted me on the [iroper 
iKHiselltT to oiler a lady’s MS. novel to. I said I would 
a’ritt) to But 1 wish you would rail on the tnmsliitor 
of Dante, at the British Museum, and bilk W'itii him. 
He is the pleasantest of clergymen. I told him of tdl 
Rogers’s himdsome behaviour to you, ami you arc alnijatly 
no stranger. Go ! I made Rogers laugh alKmt your 
Nightingale Sonnet, not having h(»ird one. *Tis a gmsl 
sonnet, notwitiistanding. You shall have the l^ks 
shortly. 0. L, 


To Dn. ASBURY: 


Lrrtsa CXXll.XIX.] [May 1830 . J 

Dear Sir--*~Some draughts and kdimes have been 
brmight here which we coiuccture were meant for tiie 
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young lady whom you saw tMs morning, though th^ aiB 
labelled for 

Miss ISOLA LAMB. 

No such person is known on the Chase Side, and she is 
fearful of taking medicines which may have been made 
up for another patient. She begs me to say that she 
was born an l$ola and christened Emma, Moreover 
that she is Italian by birth, and that her ancestors were 
from Isola Bella (Fair Island) in ,the kingdom of Naples. 
She lias never changed her name and rather mournfully 
adds that she has no prospect at present of doing so. 
She la literally I. SOLA, or single, at present. Therefore 
she begs that the obnoxious monosyllable may be omitted 
on future Phials, — an innocent syllable enough, you’ll say, 
but she has no claim to it It is the bitterest pill of the 
seven you have sent her. When a lady loses her good 
name, what is to become of her 1 Well she must swallow 
it as ivcll as she can, but begs the dose may not Ihj repeated. 

Yours faithfully, Charles Lamb (not Isola). 


To Mb. NOVELLO. 

Lettru CCCLXX.] yWdffy, 3/rty 14, 18S0. 

Dear Novello— -Maiy hopes you have not forgot you 
are to »[)end a day with us on Wednesday. That it may 
be a long one, cannot you liecure placets now for Mrs. 
Novcilo, yourself, and the Clarkes ! We have just table- 
room for four. Five make my good landlady fidgetty ; 
six, to begin to fret ; seven, to approximate to fever-point 
But, seriouHly, we sliall prefer four to two or three. We 
shall have from half-iiost ten to six, when the coach goes 
off, to scent the country. And pray write now, to say 
you do so come, f4>r dear Mrs. Westwood else will be on 
the tenters of incertitude, C. I4 

Vincent Xovello, Esq., 

SO, Gmt Queen Sliest, LincelnVIim Fklda 
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To Mr. hone. 


tePTEli CCCLXXI.l May 21, 1830 

Dear Hone — I tliou^ht you wouM l>e to nee 

th’R letter. Pray if you have time to I'ull on Novrllo, 
No. OG, Oreat Q\ieen St. 1 am anxioua to li‘ant \vhcthcr 
ho ro(‘eive(l his album I sont on Friday by our nine o'clock 
moniin*; atajte. If not, beg him intjuire at the Old />V//, 
Hon)oni. * C11AKLK8 L a MR 

Southey will see in the Times all we proposed omitting 
ia omitted. 


To Mna IIAZTJTT. 

Lkttku CCOLXXU.] May 24, 1830. 

Mary's love ? Yes. Miiry Lamb is quite well 

EnMd, Saturday. 

Dear Sarah — I found my w'ay to N(>rthaw on Thurs- 
day, and saw a verj’ gofsl woman Indiiiid a counter, wh(» 
H'.iyB ahft tljat you nre a very good lady. I did nr)t accept 
her olfered glas-s of wine {home-made, I Uke. it), but 
mvt?d a cup of ale, with whirJi I sejiKoned a slitre of cold 
lamb, from a sumlwich 1 k)x, which I ate in her back 
parlour, and procetNlcd for Lerkhamiwtejwi, etc. ; lost my- 
self over a heath, and had a day’s plea.sure. I wish you 
c^iuld walk as 1 do, and as you uscil to do, I am sorry 
to find you are so |KK)rly ; and, now’ I have found my way, 
I wish you biick at Goo«Jy ’J'omlinsou’s. What a pretty 
vilhige ’tis ! I si»ould have come sooner, but was waiting 
a summons to Ihirj', Well, it (janie ; and I found the 
good parson’s lady (he was from home) cxccc^lingly 
hosqn table. 

vou n. 


ft 
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Poor Einnia, the first moment we were alone, took me 
into a fvoriicr, and said, “ Now, pray, don’t drink ; do check 
youi-self after dinner, for my sake, and when we get home 
to Enfield you shall drink as much as ever you please, 
and I won’t say a word about it.” How I behaved, you 
may guess, wlicn I tell you that Mrs. Williams and I 
have written acrostics on each other, and she hoped that 
she sliould have “ no reason to regret Miss Isola’s recovery, 
by its depriving Jver of our begun correB|)ondence.” Emma 
stayed a mouth with us, and has gone back (in ’tolerable 
health) to her long home, for she comes not again for a 
twelvemonth. 1 amused Mrs. W^illiauis with an occur* 
rence on (uir road to Enfield. Wc travelled with one of 
those troublesome fellow^- passengers in a stage coach, that 
is called a well -in form’d man. For twenty miles we 
discoursed al>out the proj>crtie8 of steam, probabilities of 
carriage by ditto, till all my science, and more than all, 
W'as exhausted, and I wjis thinking of escaping my torment 
by getting up on the outside, when, getting into Bishojis 
Stortlbrd, my gentleman, spying some farming laud, put 
an unlucky question to me : ** What sort of a crop of 

turni|>s do you think we sbjdl have this year!” Emma’s 
(‘yes turned to me, to know what in the world I could 
havi* to say ; and she burst into a violent fit of laughter, 
mungre her pule, serituis cheeks, when, with the greatest 
gravity, I replied, that “it depends, I believe, upon lioilcd 
legs of mutton.” This clenched our conversation; and 
my gentleman, with a face half wise, half in scorn, troubled 
us with no more conversation, scientific or philosophiciil, 
for the remainder of our journey, Ayrton was here yes- 
tortlny, and ns learned to the full as my fellow-traveller. 
What a ]iity that he will spoil a wit and a devilish pleasant 
fellow (as he is) by wisdom. lie talked on music, and 
by having read liawkina and Buniey recently, I was 
eiiablixl to talk of names, and show more knowl^ge than 
he had susjjeeted I poe»c‘sm>d ; and in the end he begged 
me to shatie my thoughts upon fjsper, which I did after 
he was gone, and sent him. 
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FIIEE THOUGHTS ON SOME EMINENT COMPOSERa 

Some cry up dn, some Mo/-art, 

Just as the whim bites. For iny i>art, 

I do not care a fartliing candle 

For either of them, or ^'or Handel, eU^. 

Mfirtin Burnoy m as good and Jis odd as ever. We 
hatl n diftimte about the word “ heir,” which I conU^uded 
was pronouijced like “air.” Ho BJiid that might lie in 
eominon parlance ; or that we might so use it, s}>efikiug 
of the “ Heir at Law,” a comtMly ; but that in the law 
courts it w;i8 nec(^ssary to give it a full aspiration, and to 
say Unytr; lie thought it might even vitiate a cause, if 
a counstd pronounced it (itherwise. In concluHion, he 
“would consult Serjeant Wilde;” who gave it against 
him. Sometimes he falleth into the water ; sometimes 
into the fire. He came down here, and insist^xl on reatiing 
Virgir^ “Encid ” all through with me (which ho did,) 
because a Counsel must know Latin. Another time ho 
read out all the Gospel of St John, because Biblical 
quotations are v<*ry emphatic in a Court of Justice. A 
third time be would carve a fowl, which he did very ill- 
favoured ly, because “ wc did not know how indisiicnsable 
it was for a barrister to do all those things well — those 
little things were «»f more consequence than wo supiiosed.” 
So he goes on, harassing about the way to proHjjerity, and 
losing it ; with a long heail, but s<>mewhat a wrong one — 
harum-scarum. Why does not hia guardian auged look to 
him 1 He deserves one : may be, he has tired him out. 

I am tired wdth this long scrawl, but I thought in 
your exile you might like a letter. Commfmd me to all 
the wonders in Derbyshire ; and tcU the devil I humbly 
km my — hand to him. 

Yours ever, C. Lamil 

London, May 24, 1830. 

Mrs. 

Mr. Bro<jnihetd*«, 

St Anno a Square, Ruxtoit 



260 


LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 


LBTriR CCCLXXIIL] Jvm 3, 1880. 

Dear Sarah — I named your thought about William 
to hiM father, who expressed such horror and aversion to 
the idea of his singing in public, that I cannot meddle in 
it directly or indirectly. Ayrton is a kind fellow ; and if 
you chase to consult him by letter, or otherwise, he will 
give you the iKJst advice, I am sure, very readily. / haw 
w> douht that M, Bumerfs ohjertion to interfering wa» 
the mine, with mine. With thanks for your pleasant long 
letter, which is not that of an invalid, and sympathy for 
your sad sufferings, 

I remain, in haste, Yoiuis truly. 

[No Signatuee] 

Mary^s kindest love. 

Mrs. Hazlitt, at Mr. lirooinhead’s, 

St Anne’s Stpiare, Buxton. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

Lritrr OOCLXXIV.] Enfield, June 17, 1880. 

I hcit’by inijMjwer Matilda Hone to superintend daily 
the putting into the twopenny post the Times news})aper 
of the day l)eforo, directed “ Mr. Lamb, Enfield,” which 
slwiU Ik? lield a full and efficient direction ; the said 
insertion to commence on Monday morning next. And I 
do engiige to pay to William Hone, Coffee and Hotel Man, 
the quarterly sum of £1, to be iwiid at the ordinary Quarter 
days, or thereabout, for the reversion of the said paper, 
commencing with the 24 th Inst., or Feast of John the 
Baptist ; the intervening days to be held and considered 
as nothing. 0. Lame 

Vivant Coffee, Coffeo>potque ! 

Mr. Homo, 

Coffee-hou»o and Hotel, 

13, Gracechnrch Street, London. 
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To BEUNAKD BARTON. 

Lbtteb CCCLXXV.] Jum 28» 1880. 

Dear R B. — Could you dream of my publiah'u^ 
without sending a copy to you ? You will 6iul something 
new to you in the volume, particularly the tmnalatious. 
Moxon will send to you the moment it is out. He is the 
young poet of Christman, whom the Author (d* the “ Plea- 
sures of Memory ” has set up in the lxK>k-vending business 
with a volunter’d loan of £f)00. Such umnific^uee is 
rare to an almost stninger; but liogers, I am told, has 
done many gO(.>d-natur«jd things of this kind. 

1 need not say how glad to see A. K. and Lucy we 
should have b('en, — and still shall l)e, if it Ihj praeti<’ablo. 
Our direction is Mr. Westwood's, Chtwo Side, Enfield ; 
but alas I know not theirs. We can give them a l>ed. 
C(*arhc8 conic daily from the Bell, HoilKim. 

You will see that 1 am worn to the jioctieal dregs, 
condescending to aeiostics, which arc nine fathom lieneuth 
album Yi^rses ; but they were written at the request of 
the hnly where our Emma is, to whom 1 paid a visit in 
April to bring home Emma for a change of air after 
si'VtTC illness, in wliich she had Is-eii treatinl like a 
daughter by the good Parson and his whole family. Slu? 
has since returned to her oceufiation. I thought on you in 
Sutfolk, but was forty miles from Woislbridge. I heard 
of you the other day from Mr. Ibilham of the India House. 

Long live King William the IVth ! 

S. T. C. says w e have had w icked kings, foolish kings, 
wise kings, gotxl kings (but few',) but never till now have 
we had a blattkguard king. 

Charlcis the ^‘cotid was profligate, but a gi^ntleraan. 

I have nineteen letters t<» dis{iateh this leisure Sabbath 
for Moxon to with aipies ; so you will forgive me 
short measure, mid iKdleve me, 

Yours ever, 0. h 

Pray do let os see your Quakeresses if (lOssjUe. 
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To WILLIAM HONK 

Leitkr CCCLXXVL] July 1, 1830, 

Pray Matilda keep my newspapers till you heai 
from me, ius wc are meditating a town residence. 

0. Lamb. 

Let her keep them as the apple of her eye. 

Mr. llono, 

13 Gracechurch Street. 


To BERNARD BARTON. 

Lkttkr CCCLXXVII.] August 30, 1830. 

Dear B. B, - -My address is 34, Southampton Build- 
ings, Hollmm. For (Jod^s sake do not let me be j>e.steFd 
with Annuals. They are all rogixcs who edit them, and 
something else who W'rite in them. I am still alone, and 
very much out of sorts, and cannot spur up my mind to 
writing. The sight of one of those year books makes me 
sick. I get nothing by any of *cm, not even a copy. 

Thank you for your warm interest about my little 
volume, for the critics on which I care the five hundred 
thouwindth part of the tytvhe of a half-farthing. I am 
tiH) old a Militant for that. How noble, tho’, in Robert 
Southey to come forw^ard for an old friend, who had 
trt^ated him so unworthily ! 

Mt'Xon has ii shop without customers, I a book without 
n'aders. But what a clamour against a |x)or collection 
of Album verses, as if w'e had put forth an Epic ! I 
cannot scribble a long letter : I am, w*hen not on foot, 
very dtW)laU% and take no interest in anything, scarce 
hate anything hut Aniiuals. I am in an interregnum of 
thought aud feeling. What a beautiful Autumn morning 
this is, if it w^as but with me as in times past when the 
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candlo of the Lor^l shined rotmd me! I ciuinot even 
muster eiithushisiij to admire the French heroism. In 
better times I hoj« we may some day meet, and discuss 
an old poem or two. But if you’d have me not sick, no 
more of Antiuals. 0. L., £x-Elia. 

Love to Lucy and A. K. always. 

To VINCENT NOVELLO. 

Lettkk CCCLXXVIll,] Nov^'mOcr 9 , 1880. 

Tears are for lighter grit^fs. Man M*ecps tho doom 
That seals n single victim to the tomb, 
lint when Death riots, when witli whelming sway 
l»o.stnictiou sweeps a family aw'ay ; 

When Infancy and Youth, a hudiUed mtias, 

All in an instant to oblivion puss, 

/^nd Parent ho[> 0 fl are crush’d : what lamentation 
Can rcm;h the depth of such a desolation I 
L(jok upward, I'eeblo (nuis 1 look up, and trust, 

That Ho, who lays thi.s mortal frame in dust, 
iStill hath the immortal Spirit in His keeping. 

1j» Jesus’ sight they are not dead, but sleeping. 

Dtar N., will these lines do? I despair of lietter 
Pof»r Mary is in a deplorable state here at Enfield, 

Lovo to all, U. LAMa 


To Mr. MOXON. 

Lkiteh CCCLX XIX.] Nov^hrr 1 % 1 HO. 

Dear Moxun — 1 have brought my sister to Enfield, 
lieing sure that she had no hf>j)e of recovery in I/mdon. 
Her state of mind is deplorable ts^yond any example. 1 
almost fear whethtT she hoA strength at her time of life 
ever to get out of it. Here she must Ixi nursed, and 
neither ace nor hear of anything in the world out of her 
dek chamber. Tho mere hearing that Southey had 
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called at our lodgings totally upset her. Pray see 
or hear of him at Mr. Bickraan’s, and excuse my not 
writing to him. I dare not write or receive a letter in 
her presence ; every little talk so agitates her, Westwood 
will receive any letter for me, and give it me privately. 

Pray assure Southey of my kindliest feelings towards 
him ; and if you do not see him, send this to him. 

Kindest remembrances to your sister, and believe me 
ever yours, 0. Lamb. 

lieuicmber me kindly to the Allso|)8. 


To GEORGE DYER. 

Lfhtkh CX^CIiXXX.] Ikccvibcr 20, 1830. 

Dear — 1 sluudd have written before to thank 
you for your kind letter, Avritbui with your ow^n hand. 
It ghwls us to see. your writing. It will give you pleasmro 
to hear that after so much illness we are in tolerable 
health and spirits onei' more. Poor Kiifadd, that has 
Uhju so j>oa<H'ablc hitherb', Inis caught tlui intljiinmatory 
fever; the tokens arc u})i>n her; and a great fire vfm 
blazing hist nigiit in the kirns and haystacks of a farmer, 
ukiut half a mile from u.s. Where will these things (‘ml I 
There is no doubt of its k'ing the work of some ill-dis* 
IK>8ed rustic ; but bow is he to l>c di.seovered ? They go 
to work in the dark with strange chemical preparations, 
unknown to our forefathers. There is not even a dark 
lanbjnn to have a chance of detecting Giix Fauxes. 
We are past the in>n age, and are gut into the fiery iig(.% 
undreamed by OvM, Y(»u are lucky in Clifford’s Inn, 
where I think you have few ricks or stacks worth the 
huniing. Pmy, keep as little corn by you as you can for 
fear of the worst It was never good times in England 
since the poor k'gan to speculate u|K»n their condition. 
Fcumorly they joggeil on with as little refl('ction as horses. 
The whistlit|g ploughman went (‘bt'ck by jowl with his 
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l»rother that neighed. Now the bified carried a boit of 
phosphorus in his leather breeches, and in the dead of 
night the ludMlluminated beast steals hk magic potion 
into a cleft in a l>am, and half tlu> countiy is grinn'iig 
with new tires. Fanner Oraystotrk said something to the 
touchy nistic, that he did not relish, and he writes his 
distaste in tianies. What a power to intoxicate his crude 
brains, just mutldliiigly awake b) |>erceivc tliat soniethinj^ 
Is wrung in the sticial system, — what a hellish faculty 
tibovc gunjK>wder ! Now the rich and jH>or are fairly 
pitted. We shall set' who (‘un hang or burn fasb'st. It 
is not always revenge that stimulates thes<j kindlings. 
There is a love of cxi'riing inischiei. Think of a disre- 
spect>*tl cltsi that wtis troil into etirth, that was nothing, 
on a sudden by dainned arts refined into an exbirminating 
angel, devouring the fruits of tlie earth and their growers 
in a mass of fire ; what a new existence ! Wliat a tempta- 
tion dH)vc LuclA‘rV ! Would OluJ 1 m» anything but a 
c]o<i if he could n'^ist itl Why, lien* was a s|)Octiu*le 
l‘ist night for a whole country, a bonfire visible to Lomhm, 
tilanuyvg her guilty towers, and shaking the flormmont 
with an ague fit, all done by a little vial of pliosjdior in 
a clowirs fob. How he must grin, and shake his empty 
iKxldle in clouds! The Vulwuiiun eimrure! Alas! (tin 
we ring the Ixills Isickwardt ( -an we unlearn the arts 
that pictcnd to civilise, and then btini the "world I There 
is a march of science ; but who shall Ixsat the drums for 
its retreat I Who shall jK'rsuade tin; lHK>r that phosphor 
will not ignite 1 Seven goodly stacks ot hay, with com- 
liarna proportionable, lie smoking ashes and chaff, which 
man and beast would sputter out and reject like those 
apples <jf jtypiialteH and bitumen. The fixxl for the in- 
habitants of earth will quit'kly disai>iHfnr. Hot rolls may 
say, ** Fuiuius jianos, fuit quarterndoaf, ct ingens gloria 
apple-pasty -orum.” That the good old mum^hiug system 
may hist tliy time and mine, good un-incendiary Geoige, 
IS Hie devout prayer of thine, 

To the last crust, 


Ot Lamt. 
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Lkttbb CCCLXXX I. ] February 22, 1831. 

Dear Dyer — Mr. Rogers, and Mr. Rogers’s friends, 
are perfectly assured that you never intended any harm 
by an innocent couplet, and that in the revivification of it 
by blundering Barker you had no hand whatever. To 
imagine that at this time of day Rogers broods over a 
fantastic expression of more than thirty years* standing, 
would be to suppose him indulging his “ Pleasures of 
Memory ** with a vengeance. You never penned a line 
which for its own sake you nee^l, dying, wish to blot. 
You mistake your heart if you tldnk you can write a 
lampoon. Your whifw are rods of rases. Your sideen 
has ever had for its object vices, not the vicious ; abstract 
offences, not the concrete sinner. But you arc sensitive, 
and wince as much at the consciousnoHS of having com- 
mitted a compliment, as another man would at the 
l^eri^etration of an alTront. But do not lug me into the 
same soreness of conscience with yoursilf. I maintain, 
and will io the hist hour, that 1 never writ of you but 
con (tinore : that if any allusion Wiis made to ymn nejtr- 
sightedne.‘is, it w;us not for the purpose of mocking an 
infirmity, but of connecting it with scholar-like habits : 
for is it not erudito and scludurly to be somewhat near of 
sight Ix'fore age luitundly brings on the malady ? You 
ctmld not then plead the ohrt/xns sincctus. Did 1 not 
moreover make it an apology for a certain absence ^ which 
some of onr friends may have cxp'rience^l, when you have 
not on a sndtU'n iiuvde riN-ognition of them in a casual 
stivet-mecting ? And ilid I not strengthen yoiur excuse 
for tliis slowness of recognition, by further accounting 
morally for the pn\‘iint engagement of your mind in 
Worthy obJtH?ts1 J)id I not, in your person, make the 
luuidmnmvst apilogy for aWnt-of-mind people that was 
ever maile I If tlu'se things bo not I never knew 
what I wrote, or iiu’ant by my writing, and have been 
pmning liU^is all my life without Uung aware of ft 
Does it follow that I should liavc exprest myself exactly 
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in the same way of those dear old eyes of yours note, now 
that Father Time has conspireti with a hanl task-master 
to put a last extin^iisher upon them ? I should as soon 
have insulted the Answerer of Salmasius when he at/oke 
up from his ended task and saw no more with mortal 
vision. But you are many films removed yet from 
Milton’s cjilaraity. You write jxjrfectly inlolligibly. 
Marry, the letters are not all of the same size or tallness^ ; 
but that only shows your proficiency in the handtt^ text, 
gerinan-hami, court-lnuid, sometimes law’^-hand, and affords 
variety. You peu l^etter than you did a twelvemonth 
ago ; and if you continue to improve, you bid fair to win 
the golden pen which \s the prize at your young gentle- 
men’s academy. But you must l)o awjire of Valpy, and 
his printing-house, that liazy cave of Trophonius, out of 
which it was a mercy that you csciipixl with a glimmer. 
Beware of MSS. and Variic Lectiores. Settle the text 
for uuce in your mind, and stick to it. You have some 
years’ good sight in you yet, if you do not tamper with 
it. It is not for you (fur m 1 should say) to go poring 
into Xf reek con tractions, and star-gazing ujjon slim Hebrew 
[Joints. We have yet the sight 

Of -sun, and nuwn, and star, throughout the year, 

And man and woman. 

You have vision enough to tlisccru Mrs. Dyer from the 
other comely gentlew’oman who Jivets up at staircase No. 
5 ; or, if you should make a blunder in the twilight, 
Mrs. Dyer has t(x) much gootl sense to lie jealous for a 
mere effect of iiufjcrfect optics. But don't try to write 
the Lonl’s Prayer, Creed, and Ten Commandments in 
the compass of a half-fM imy ; nor run after a midge, or a 
mote, to cat<;h it ; and leave off hunting for necxlles in 
bundles of bay, for all thtjse things stnun the eyes. The 
snow is six feet deep in some jjarta here. I must put on 
ja(*k-b(>ots to get at the l*o»t-()ffice with thia ft is nut 
good for weak eyes to pore iifxin sttow too mucin It lies 
in drifts. I wonder what its drift is ; only that it makes 
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good pancakes, remind Mrs. Dyer. It turns a pretty 
green world into a white one. It glares too much for an 
innocent colour methinks. I wonder why you think I 
dislike gilt edges. They set off a letter marvellously. 
Yours, for instance, looks for all the world like a tablet 
of curious hieroglyphics in a gold frame. But don^t go 
and lay this to your eyes. You always wrote hiero- 
glyphically, yet not to come up to the mystical notations 
and conjuring characters of Dr. Parr. You never wrote 
what 1 call a schoolmaster’s hand, like Mrs. Clarke ; nor 
a woman’s hand, like Southey ; nor a missal hand, like 
Porson j nor an all-of-the-wrtmg-side sloping hand, like 
Miss Hayes ; nor a dogmatic, Mcdc-and-Persian, peremp- 
tory hand, like Rickman ; but you ever wrote what I cidl 
a (Grecian’s hand ; what the Grecians write (or used) at 
Christ’s Hospital ; such as Whalley would have mlmired, 
and Boyer have applauded, but Smith or Atwood (writing- 
masters) would have horsed you for. Your boy-of-genius 
hand and your mercantile hand ai*e various. By your 
tlourisiu^s, I should think you never learned to make 
eagles or corkscrews, or flourish the governors’ names in 
the writing s(!hool j and by the teuour and cut of your 
IcttiTs, I HusjM'ct you were never in it at all By the 
length of this scrawl you will think I have a design uf)on 
your optics ; hut I have writ as large as I could, out of 
respect to them ; too large, indeed, for kwity. Mine is 
a sort of ileputy Grecian’s hami; a little. l>ettor, and more 
of a w'orhily hand, than a Grecian’s, hut still remote from 
the mcreantilo. I don’t know how it is, but I keep my 
rank in famry still since school-days. I can never forget 
I was a deputy Grecian ! Ami writing to you, or to 
CidtTidgc, lH‘sid<^ affwtion, I feed a ri^verential deference 
tks to GrtH’iaiia still. I keep my stiaring w’ay alx»ve the 
Gieat Knismians, yet far bencuith the other. Alas 1 what 
am I now! What is a Lcuidenhall clerk, or India 
|)ouiuoner, b) a deputy Grecian t How art thou fallen, 
O Lucifer ! Jtist room for our loves to Mrs. D., etc. 

0. Lamb 
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To Rev. H. P, CARY 

Listtbe CCCLXXXIL] AjyHl 18, 1831. 

Dear 0. — I am daily for this week exiH‘ctin^r Words- 
worth, who will ijot iiamo a day. 1 have been e.vpccti«g 
him by months and by weeks ; but he lias the 

hope within the seven fnieiions hebdommlal of this hei - 
doina. Therefore I am sorry I cannot see yon on Thurs- 
day. I think within a w^c^k or two I shiill l)e able to 
invite myself some <lay for a day, but we hermits with 
difficulty poke out of our shells. Within that ostraceoua 
retirement I meditate not unfreciueiitly on you. My 
sistijr’s kindest remembrances to you both. 0. L. 


To BERNARD BARTON, 

Lkttrii CCCLXXXIIl.] April 30, 1831. 

Vir Bmic 1 — Rccepi literas tuas amicissimas, et in meu- 
tem venit reisyxmsuro mihi, vel raro, vcl nunquam, inter 
nos intercedisse Liitiuam liuguam, organum rescribendi, 
locjuf udive. Epistolm turn, Pliniauis elegantiis (supra 
quod Tkemulo de(;eat) referta*, tarn a verbis Plinhuiis 
^eo abhorrent, ut ne vocem quain(|uam (Ronmnam 
scilicet) habere videaris, quam “ad caneoj,” ut cuunt, 
“r«jcctare inrsais.” Forsan desuetude Latinissandi ad 
vcmat.'ulam linguam usitandam, plusquam opus sit, crj>egit* 
Per arlagia qiianlam uota, et in ore omnium pervulgata, 
ad Latinitatis perditm reciqierationcm rcvcK^arc te institui. 
Fclis in abaco est, et :cgrh videt 
Omne quod splendet nequaquam aunim putes. 
Iinpottaa equo mendicum, equitabit idem a<l diabolum. 
Fur coiiim<^6 a fure prenditur. 

0 Mabia, Makia, valdd contbabia, quomcxlo erescit 
hortulus tuns 1 

Kune miyoia canamns. 
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Thomas, Thooias, de Islington, uxorem duxit die 
nuj)er2» Dominictl. Rcduxit donium posterii Succedenti 
bacnlum emit. Postridie feiit illam. ^grescit ilk 
subsoquentl Proxim*^ (nempe Veneris) est mortiia. 
Plurimum gestiit Thomas, quod appropinqiianti Sabbato 
effereTida sit. 

Homer (piidam Johaimulus in angulo sedebat, artocreas 
quasdarn deglutiens. Inscruit pollices, pnma nana 
evellens, et voce exclaiiiavit “ Dii boni, qnhm 

Wmus ]nicr fio !” 

Diddle diddlc-duinkins ! mens uiiicus filius Johannes 
cubituin ivit, integris braccis, caligri imA- tantuin, iiidutus. 
Diddle-diddle, etc. Da Capo. 

Hie adsum saltans Joannula. Cum nemo adsit mihi, 
semper resto sola. 

uEnigma mihi hoc solvas, et CEilipns fies. 

QnA ratione assiraulandus sit equus Tremitlo 1 

Qnippe cni tota coramunicatio sit per Hay et Neigh, 
juxta consilium illud Dominicum, ‘^Fiat omnis com- 
municatio vestra Yea et Nay.” 

In his nugis enram diem consumo, dum invigilo vale- 
tudini carioris nostne Emnim, qme apud nos jamdudum 
aegrotat. Salvere vos jiibct mecum Maria mea, ipsa 
integril valetudine. Elia. 

Ab agro Flnfcldiense datura, Aprilis nescio quibus 
Cklendis — Davus sum, non Galendarius. 

P .^, — Peniita in toto est Billa Reformatura. 


To Rev. H. F. CARY. 

Datura ab agro Enfcldiensk 

IJttTlin rCCLXXXIV.] Kaii die 1831 . 

Assidens est mihi bona soror, Euripiden cvolvemi, 
donum vestrum, cariHsime Cary, pro qno gratia* agiratw, 
lecturi atqne itenira lecturi idem, Pergratus est liber 
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ambobud, nempe ‘‘Sacerdotis rH^mmisorationiR,” sacnrni 
opuf; a te ipno HuwaDissioise Keligionm Sac«n)ot.e dono 
datum. Lachi^'miuitcs gaTiauri sumus ; est ubi dolor 
fiat voluptas ; nec semper dulce niibi est ridere ; alicpiando 
coinmutandum ost he 1 he 1 he 1 cum heu ! heu ! hcu ! 

A Musis Tragicis mo non j.)emtU8 abhoiTuisse testis 
sit Carmen Calamitosiim, ncscio quo autore Uugu& prius 
vernueuU srrijitum. et imp(*rriniJ^ a me ipso La tine versum 
scilicet, “Tom Tom of Islhigtoii.’* Tenuistiuet 

“ Tliomas Thomas dt* Islington, 

Uxorem tluxit l>ie quadatn Solis, 

Abduxit (lomutti dit*, 

Emit bi.culuiD snlwiMjut'nii, 

Vajinlut ilia poster^, 

Algrotat succedcuii, Morlua fit crostinA/* 

Et miro gaudio aflficitur Thomas luce fKistcra quod sub- 
scqueiiti (ucmiic, Dominidt) uxor sit efferenda. 

“ Kii Iliades Donicstlcoa ! 

£n c'irculum calamitatnin I 
Pla:;** helxloiiiadalein tragoediam/’ 

I nunc et ct)nfer Euripiden vestrum his luctibus, hfte 
mortc uxoriit ; confer Ahrestdi ! Hccubon ! quaa non 
anti(juaa Heroinas Dolorostis. 

Siiffundor genas lacdirjmis tanbis strages revolvens. 
Quid restat nisi quod Tecum Tuam Caram salutemus 
ambosque valere juKainus, nosmet ij^si Ixme valontcs. 

Eua. 


To JOHN TAYLOR. 

LriTKB CCCLXXXV.] J«n« 8, 1831. 

Dear Sir — I am extremely sorry to he obliged to 
dcNdine the article proposed, particularly as I should have 
been flattered with a Plate accompanying it In the first 
place, Midsimimer Day is not a topic 1 could make any- 
thing of^ 1 am so pure a Cockney, and little read besides 
in May games and antiquities ; and in the second, I am 
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here at Margate, spoiling my holydays with a Review I 
have undertaken for a friend, which I shall barely get 
through before my return, for that sort of work is a hard 
itask to me. If you will excuse the shortness of my first 
contributi'ui (and I know I can promise nothing more for 
July) I* will endeavour a longer article for our next. 
Will you jKTinit me to say that I think Leigh Hunt 
would do the Article you propose in a masterly manner, 
if he hiis not out-writ himself already ui)on the subject. 
I do not return the proof — to save postage — because it 
IB correct, with one exception. In the stanza from Wonls- 
worth you liavo changexi day into air for rhyme’s sake. 
Day is the right reading, and I implore you to r'tsfxyre it. 

The other passage, which you have (lueried, is to my 
oar correct. Pray let it stand. 

Detir sir, yours truly, C. Lamb. 

Manjate. 

J. Taylor, K8(|. 

On second consideration I do enclose the proot 


To Me. MOXON. 

Lettbr CCCLXXXVI.3 AugttM 1831 . 

Dear M. — Tki R.A, here memorisu'd was George 
Dawc, whom I knew well, mid heard many anecdotes of, 
from Danikus and Wkstall, at H. Rogers’s ; to each of 
them, it will \)e w'cll to send a magazine in my name. 
It will fly like wildfire among the Royal Academicians and 
artists. Could you get hold of ProcUTl — hts chambers 
are in Lineolu’s lun, at Mmitagu’s ; or of Janus Weather- 
coi^k t — lH>th of their ptose is capital. Don’t encourage 
poetry. The ** liter’s Net ” iloes not intend funny things 
only. All is fish. And leave out the sickening “Elia” 
at the end. Then it may comprise* letters and characters 
addressed to Peter ; but a signature forces it to be all 
characteristic of the one man Elia, or tlie one man, Peter, 
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which cram|jed me furmerly. I have airrced nU for wy 
giijter to know the eubjects 1 choose till the marine 
comes out ; so beware of speaking of ’em, or writing ttl)out 
’em, save generally. Be particular about this wuniiQj|P 
Can't you drop in sonic afternoon, and take a hgdi The 
Athemmm has lieeu hoaxed with some exquiami jwetry, 
that was, tw^o or three months ago, in “Hone’s Book.” 

I like your tirst NumlxT capitally. But is it not smalll 
Come and see us, week-day if j>os.‘<il)le. 

Send or bring riic Hone’s Kuiiil»cr for August. The 
anccdoto.s of E. and of (C T). are substantially true ; what 
docs Elia (or I’eter) care for dates 1 

The |>ocin I menu is in “ Hone’s Book,” as far back as 
April. I do not know who wrote it ; but ’tis a poeui I 
envy — th<it and Montgomery’s “Last Man 1 envy the 
wTiters, Iwicausc 1 b*cl I could have done something like 
ih(*ia. C, Iju 


bnrrKii CCCLXX.WIL] Sq4^ml>rT 5, 1831. 

D^ar M. — Your letter’s contentH pleased me. 1 am 
only afraid of taxing you. Yet 1 want a stimulus, or I 
think I shouhl drag sadly. I shall keep the moneys in 
tru>l, till I Sio you fairly over^the next Int January; 
then I shall hmk upm them as earncM* No part of your 
lett«T gave iiio more plciwiin^ (no, not the .£10, tho’ you 
may grin) than that you will revisit old Enfield, which 
I bojHj will l»o alw^ays a pleasant idea to you. 

Yours, very faithfully, 0. L. 


LKrrKR CCCLXXXVill.] Ociohrr 21, 1831. 

To ad^lres.-^ an alslieatc«l monarch is a nice ])oint of 
breeding. To give him his lost titles is to inotrk him ; 
to withhrdd 'em is to wound him. But his minisUT, who 
falls with him, may be gracefully sympathetic. I do 
honestly fal for your diiniimtion of honours, and regret 
vou ii. » 
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even the pleasing cares which are pin t and parcel of great- 
ness. Your magnanimous submission, and the chct^rful 
tone of your renunciation, in a letter which, without 
flattejy, w'ould have made an ‘‘Ahticlk,” and which, 
rarely as I keep letters, sliall be preserved, comfort me a 
little. Will it pl(;ase, or plague you, to say that when 
your jifireel eamc! 1 dainiiM it 'l for my pen w^as warming 
in my hand at a ludicrous description of a Landscape of 
an K.A., whiiih I calculated ujKm sending you to-morrow, 
the last day you gave me. Now* any on<i calling in, or a 
letter <*oming, puts an end to my writing for the day. 
Little dill I tliink that the mandate had gone out, so 
destructive- to my occupation, so relieving to the appre- 
hensions of the whole Isidy of K.A.’s ; so you see I Jiinl 
not quitted tlie shij) while a plank w’as ri'inaining. 

To drop metaphors, 1 am sure you havi* done w'isely. 
The very s]»irit of your epi<th^ speaks that you have a 
weight o(f your mind. 1 have one on mine ; the cjish in 

hand, whiejj, iis less truly says, burns in iny jMwkct, 

1 fiM'l qut‘or at returning it (who do<'s not?), you feed 
awkward at retaking it (who ouglit n(»t). Is there no 
middle w'uy of adjusting this tine eiidiarras.mnent ? I 
think I have hit ujvoii a medium to skin the sore jdaee 
over, if not (|uite to heal it. You hinted that there 
might )k’ sonnet hing under XIO, by and by, aecniing to 
me - Dtril's (you arc Siuiguinc, say ,£7 : lOs.); 

that I entirely renounce, ay.d abjure all future interest 
in : I insist ujk>u it ; and ** by him I will not name,” I 
w'oift touch a pt>imy of it That will split your loss, one 
half, and leave me conscientious [»o88c»sor of what I Ijold. 
jU»ss than your assent to this, no propo.sal will I accept of. 

The Lev. Mr. , whose name you liave left illegible 

(is it Sfwjull f) never scut me any In^ik on (^’hri«t*8 
Hospital, by which I couhl dream that I w*as indebted 
to him for a dinlication. I»id G. 1). send his |ieu«y 
trai^t to me to convert m** to Unitarianisni ? Dear, 
blundering .soul I why I am as old a (»ne-Goddite m 
himaelf. Or did lie think his cheap publication would 
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bring over the over the way liere ? However, 

ril give it to tilt; j)ew t eener, in whom I have a little 
iiiterefit, to haiul over to the clerk, whose wife she some- 
times drinks tea with, for him to hiy before the deacon, 
w’ho exchanges the civility of tho hat wdth him, 'Or to 
transmit to the minister, who shakes liands with him out 
of chapel, and he, in jUI odds, will with it. 

I w'ish very inueli to sea yon. I leav<‘ it to yiiu to 
come how you will ; we sliall he very gliwl (we need not 
rejK'at) to see your sister, or sisters, with you; Imt for 
you, individually, I will just hint that n dn»pping in to 
te^i, unlooked for, aliout five, stopping bread-and-cheoso 
and gin- and -water, is worth a thousand Sundays, I am 
naturally miserable on a Sunday ; but a wet^k-day evening 
and supiKT is like old times. Set out now, and give no 
time to delilieratiun. 

— The second volume of “Elia’* is delightful 
(Ij lK)und, I me4in), and quite cheap. Whv, man, ’tis a 
unique ! 

If I wTitc mu('h more 1 shall expand into an article, 
wide}] I <‘uiin(>t i'lirord to let you have so eho,ap. By tlie 
by, to .show the ix^rversemyis of human will, while 1 
thought I funiisli one of those accursed things 

monthly, it seeinctl a lalxnir hIkivc Hercules’s “Twelve” 
ill a year, which w'tTo evidently iin»nthly contributions. 
Now I am eirancipated, I fexd as if I ha<l a thousand 
Essays swelling within me. False feelings Iwth ! 

Your ex Lam jKx mist, or Lamb-pun nist, from Enfield, 
Octolxir 24, or “ last day but one for receiving articles 
that can be inscrteil” 


Lktter (XJCLXXXIX.J 1832, 

Dear Moxon — The snows are anele-<h‘Cp, hlusb, ami 
mire, that ’tis Ijar4l to get to the i)ostroffic4:\ and cruel U» 
send the mai<l out. ’Tis a slough of desjKiir, or I ahould 
wooner have thanked you for your offer of the ** Life,' 
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wliich we shall very much like to have, and will return 
duly. I do not know when I shall be in town, but in a 
week or two, at farthest, when I will come as far as you, 
if I can. We are moj)cd to death with confinement 
within doors. I send you a curiosity of G. Dyer’s tender 
conscience. Between thirty and forty years since, G. 
published the “Poet’s Fate,” in which were two very 
liarmless lines about Mr. Rogers ; but Mr. R. not quite 
approving of them, they Were left out in a subsequent 
edition, 1801. But G. h.'is been worrying about them 
ever since ; if I have heard him once, I have heard him 
a hundred times, express a remorse proportioned to a 
cx^nsciousness of having Wen guilty of an atrocious libel. 
As the devil would have it, a fool they call Barker, in 
his “Parriana,” hius quoted the ideiitical two lines, as 
they stood in 8od\c obscure edition anterior to 1801, and 
the withers of poor G. are again wrung. His letter is a 
g<}m ; with his poor blind eyes it has been lal)Ourc(l out 
at six sittings. The history of the couphd is in page 
of this irregular production, in which every variety of 
8ha|m and size that letters can Iw twisted into is to Iki 
found. Do show part of it to Mr. R. some day. If 
ho has Iwwels, they must Die.lt at the contrition so quccrly 
ehuracterctl (»f a contrite sinner. G. was born, I verily 
think, withont original sin, but clioosos to have a con*^ 
HC’iencc, Jis every riiristian gentleman should have; his 
dear old fj«‘c is insusceptible, of the twist they call a 
sneer, yet he is njjprehensive of Ining 8US]K‘cted of that 
ugly apiK'aranee. When he makes a compliment, he 
thinks he hits given an aft'nuit, — a name is personality. 
But slitiw (no h\iiT}^) this unique recantation to Mr. R., 
’tis like a dirty pis’kid-lmndkcrLhie^ mucked with tears 
of some indig«‘ut Magdalen. There is the impress of 
sinecrity in every jiotdnwk and hanger; and then the 
gilt frame to such a i>au|>er picture ! It should go into 
the Museum. I am heartily sorry my Devil dix-s not 
answer. We must try it a little longer ; ami, after all, 
I think 1 must insist on taking a portion of its loss 



TO MOXON. 


277 


upon myself. It is too mueli you shouM lose l»y two 
ftdventurcs. You do not say bow your general businesti 
goes on, and I should veiy much like to talk over it with 
you here. 

Come wiien the weather will jxkssibly let you ; i want 
to see the Wordsworths, but I do not tnu(‘h like to Iks all 
night away. It is dull enough to be here together, but 
it is duller to leave Mar}’ ; in short, it is jmintul, and in 
a flying visit I sliould Iiardly ratesh tluan. I have no 
beds for tlunn if they came tlowii, and bnt a sort of a 
house to nH'eirctbem in ; yet T bhall regret their departure 
unseen ; I feel cnimix'd and straitciK'd every way. Where 
are they I 

We liave heard from Emma but once, and that a 
month ago, and arc very anxious for another letter. 

You say we have forgot your powers of Inung Rervi(!e« 
aide to us. 7Vmt we never shall : 1 do not know what I 
si. ndd do without yo\i when I want a little commission. 
N<jw then : tlie’v* arc left at Miss Jhiftam’s, the “Talcs 
of the <Jastle,” and ex rtaiii wduiiies of the “ Hetn)Hj>cctive 
llcvi^'W.” The first should Ikj conveyed to Novcllo’s, 
and tlie Revi(?ws should be taken to Talfoiird's ullica*, 
gr« mild -floor, bla-st side, Kirn ( \mrt, Middle 7\unple, to 
w'l'oru I shouM Iiave writb n, hut mysjfiritH are wretidied ; 
it is (piite an cfl’ort to write this. So, with the “ /t/e/’ 
I have cut you out three pieces of service. What ciin 1 
do for you k^re, hut hojK*. to see you very soon, and think 
of you witli most kiudnt^sR ? 1 fear tcMnorrow, k^tween 
rains and snows, it would be imiKMisiblo to exireet you, 
but do not let a practicable Sunday pass. We artt 
always at home. 

Mary joins in remembrances to your sister, whom we 
hof»e to see in any fine-ish weather, when sire’ll venture. 

Remember us to Allsop, and all the dead jXH)jde ; to 
whom, and to London, we seem deail, 



278 


LETTERS OF CHARLES LAMB. 


To W. S. LANDOR. 

Lkttee CCCXC.] A^l 9, 1832. 

Dear Sir— Pray accept a little volume. Tis a legacy 
from Elia, you’ll ficc. Silver and gold ha<l he none, but 
such aa he lia#l left he you. I do not know how to tliank 
you for attending to my ^request alK)ut the Album. I 
thought you wouhl never remember it. Are not you 
proud and thankful, Emma 1 Yu ; very^ both. 

[Signc<l] Emma Isola. 

Many things I Inul to say to you, which there was not 
time for. One, why should I forget 1 ’tis for Rose Aylmer, ‘ 
which has a charm I cannot explain. I lived upon it for 
we<‘k8. Next, I forgot to tell you I knew all your Welsh 
annoyances, the measur(‘leas R.’s. I knew a quarter of a 
mile of thorn. Sevrmieen brothers and sixteen sisters, ;is 
they api»car to mo in memory. There was one of them 
tinit used to fix his long legs on my fender, and tell a tale 
of a shark every night, endless, immortal. How have I 
gnidged the salt sea raveiicr not having had his gorge of 
him ! The shortest of the daughters measured five foot 
eleven w ithout Ikt sIhhjs. Well, some day we may confer 
alxait th('in. But they were tall Tnily, I have discoverVl 
the longitude. Sir, if you can spare a moment, I should 
l>e happy to hear from you. That rogue Robinson detained 
your verses till I caH’il for them. Don’t entrust a bit of 
prose to the rogue ; but believe me, 

Yoru* obliged, C. L. 

W. S. Tiandor, Es(p 


To SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. 

Letter CCCXCI.] April 14. 1832. 

My dear Coleridge — Not an unkind thought has 
linseed in niy brain a^ut you ; but 1 have been wofttlly 
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neglectful of you ; so that I do not deserve to announce', 
to you, that if I do not hear from you l)efore then, I will 
set out on Weilnesday morning to take you by the hand. 
I wtrtild do it tliis moment, but an tinexjx^cted visit might 
duriy you. I shall take silence for acquiescence, atid 
<‘omc. I am glad you could write so long a letter. Old 
loves to, and liojK^ of kind looks from, the l»il1?nana when 
I .<H)ine. 

Yours, srmpfr idem^ • 0. L. 

If you ever thought an oftence, much more wrote it, 
against me, it must have hcmi in the tiim s of Noali, and 
ti»e great waters swept it away. Maiy’s most kind love, 
and iiiaylK* a wrong prophet of your Ixidings ! - hero she 
is ming for mere love over your letter. I wring out 
Init not sincerer showers. 

My direction is 8ini{»ly, Enfield. 


To Mb. MOXON. 

LKTTKn CCCXOIL] [1832,1 

Thank you for the Ixioks. I am asliamed to take 
tithe thus of your pre^.s. I am worse to a piihlisher tlinn 
the two (Universities and t!»e flritiidi Miwcmrn. A. (X 
I will forthwith rciol. Ik (h (i emit get out of the A, 
15, C) I have more than reail. Tnk(‘n altogether, ^tis 
Lovey : but what dclieacies ! I liki? most “ King 
Deatli ” ; gl(»riou» 'l)ovc all, ** The I^indy with the 
Hundred Kings”; “Tlte Owl”; “Epistle to ^Vhat’s his 
Name” (here, may lx*, Tm partial); “Sit down, SimI 
Soul”; “The Kauper^a Jubilee” (but that’s old, ami 
yet 'tis never old); “The Falcon”; “Felon’s Wife”; 
damn “ Mailame Ptisty ” (but that is Wrowed) ; 

Applc-pic i» very good, 

And J»o Is ftpplc paNly ; 

Put 

O Lord ! *tls very nasty : 
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but chiefly the dminatic fra<?iiieiit.s, — scarce three o! 
which should have escajicd my specimens, liad an antique 
name been prcfixe<l. They exceed his first. So miK^h 
for the nonwmse of poetry ; now to the serious business 
of life. Up a court (Blandford Court) in Pall Mall 
(exactly at the back of Marlborou^di House), with iron 
gate in front, and containing two houses, at No. 2, <li(l 
lately live Ijcishman, my tidlor. He is moved somewhere 
in tlic neighbourhood ; devil knows where. Pray find 
him out, and give him the o]>|>o8itc. I am so much 
letter, though my head shakes in writing it, that, after 
next Sunday, I can well sec F. and yon. Can you throw 
11. 0. ini Why tiirry the wheels of my “ Hogarth ”1 

Charles IjAMB. 


To Mr, SEIhJEANT TALFOURD. 

Lrtteu CIX^XCUL] Fehrnarj! 1883. 

My dwir T. — Now cannot I call him Serjearit ; what 
is there in a l Those caiiviis slcevt's prtdectivc from 
ink, when he wits a law-chit - a (7(td///ling (let the 
leathern ttfiron lx? a]HWTyphal), do inon? ^sjxtcially jjlead 
to the Jury Court, of ohl memory. The costume (will 
he agnise it ?) was as of a dcsk-fi'llow, or Socius Pliitei. 
Metlnmglit 1 spied a brother I 

That familiarity is extinct for ever. Curse me if 1 
vm call him Mr. Serjeant — «’xcej>t, mark me, in vom^xiny. 
Honour where honour is due ; but should he ever visit us 
(do you think he ever will, Mary t), what a distinction 
should I keep up l>etwoen lum and our less fortuDat 4 ? 
friend, H. C. U, ! Decent res|H>ct shall always In? the 
(’rabb’s- but, somehow, slmrt of reverence. 

Well, of my old friends, I have iivt?d to sec two 
knighU?d, one matle a judge^ another in a fair way to it. 
Why am I restive t why stands my sun ujhju Oibeonl 
Variously, iny dear Mrs. Talfvmrd (1 can Ixs more 
familiar w ith her I), Mrs. Srrjmnt Talfourd, — my sister 
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prompts me — (tlu'sc ladies stand upon cen'iiumies) — has 
coiij^ratulablo news afft-cteJ the members of our small 
ijoiimiuuity. Mary couipreln'uded it at once, and entertMl 

into it heartily. Mrs. W was, as usual, pi^rvei'se ; 

wouldn’t, or couldn’t, lunlcratand it. A Serjeant? She 
tliouj^ht Mr. T. was in the law. Didn’t know that he 
e/er ’listetl. 

Enirna alone truly Hyinpathised. She had a silk gown 
come home tliat very day, and h?ls j^rectMlence b’lforc her 
h*arned sisters accujrdinuly. 

We are going to drink the health of !Mr. and Mrs. 
Serjeant, with all the young serjeantry ; and that is all 
that I can see that I ^hall get hy the promotion. 

Valete, ct mcmeiitote amici quondam vest ri humilliinl. 

a h. 


To Mm MOXON. 


hrmn CCCXCIV.] hVlnianj 1 1, 1833. 

I wish you would omit *‘hy the Author of Klia” now, 
in advertising that <lamnM Devil’s Wedding.” 1 hml 
sneaking ho|»e>; you w.ould have dropt in to day, ’tia iny 
jKKir birthday. Don’t stay away so. Give Forster a 
hint. You are to bring your brother some day —dtitern 
in Ix’lter w<.athor. Pray give me one line to say if you 
receiv’d and forwarded Kmma’tt pacquet to Miss Adams — 
and how Dovei Street lo<iks. Adietn Is there no 
J5hiekwo<Kl thi.s month ? What separation will there Ik? 
h tweeii the Friend’s preface and thk EkhayhI Sliould 
not “ Last Essays,” eta eta, head them 1 If ’tis too lute, 
don’t mind. I <lon’t ciirc a farthing aliout it. 

Mr. Moxon. 


To WILLIAM HONE. 

CCCXCV.] March 6, 1S33. 

Dear Friend — Thee hast sent a Christian cjwstle to 
me, and 1 shoultl not feel dear if I neglccte<J to reply to 
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it, which would have been sooner if that vain young man, 
to whom thou didst intrast it, had not kt?pt it Iwjk. 
Wc should r(\joic(^ to see thy outward man here, especially 
on a day which should not be a first day, Inung liable 
to worldly callcrs-in on that day. Our little book is 
delayed by a heathenish injunction, threatened by the 
man Taylor. Canst thou copy and send, or bring with 
thcfj, a vanity in verse whi<;h in my younger days I wrote 
on friend Aders^s jucturefe 1 Thou wilt find it in the book 
(tailed tint Tahlp Book. 

Tryphiiia and Tryphosa, whom the wwld callcth 
Mary and Krnma, greet you with mo. Ca. Lamb. 

Gth of .*5d month, 4th day. 

\V. HoDft, Krt<[., 

OriLsshonjKtr Ilott:!, 

Gracechnroli Stroot. 


To Mr. MOXON. 


Lktirii OCOXCVI.] March 19, \m. 

I shall (‘xpe<!t Forster and two ^loxons on Sunday, 
and liofH? for Procter. I am obliged to lx; in town next 
Moiulay. (’ould w'c contrive to make a party (paying or 
not is immaterial) for Miss Kelly \s that night ; and can 
you shelter us after the play — I mean Emma and me. 
1 fear I cannot ]x*rRUJide Maiy^ to jnin us. 

y.B. — I can »fccp at a jmhUc hnusc. Send an Elia 
(mind I on buying it), b) T. Manning, Es<i., at 

Sir 0, Tuthill’s, Cavendish S<piare. Do write. 

K. Moxon. 


T.ictter CCCXCVH.l April 27. 18S3. 

Dear M, — Mary and I are very iv>orly. We have had 
a sick child, who, sleeping or not sleeping, next me, with 
a fiastclioard |Nirtitlau between, killed my sleep. The 
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little bastard t» {:;one. My Mfellows are cough and 
cramt) ; wc 8lc‘fp three in a bed. Domestic arrangementK 
{Uiker, butcher, and all) devolve on Mfiry. Don^t w)mc 
yet to this house of p<*st and age 1 We propose, when 
you ainl E. agi'oe on the time, to come up ainl meet you 

at the li 's, say a week hence, but do you make 

the appointment 

Mind, our sjurits are and we ait? liappy in your 
happinesses. * U. L. 

Our old ainl ever loves to dear Emma. 


To Mus. IIAZLTTT. 

Mr. H'aldrn's, Church Street, 
Loteu CCCXCVIII.] Julnuniton, May 31, 1338. 

Dear Mrs. Hazlitt— 1 will assurrdly come and find 
you »ut wlspii 2 am Wtter. I am driven from house to 
house by Mai^'’s ibiiesa. 1 took a sudden resolution to 
take iny sister to Eelmonton, where she wiis under medical 
tni'atrn/ nt la^t time, ami have armngcsl to Ixiard and 
lodge with the [jcople. Thank 0 «h 1, 1 have rcpudiatcil 
Eiifh Id. I have got out of hell, despair of heaven, and 
must sit <lowu contented in a half-way purgjitory. Thus 
ends this stnuige eventful hiHt4»ry. lint 1 am nctircr 
town, ami will g t up to you somehow before long. 

I repjent not of my resfdutiou. 'I’is lat(?, and uiy hand 
is unstemly ; so gJKnl-byc till we meet, 

Your old 0. L. 

Mrs. lifuditt, 

Ko. 4, I’ahice Street, Piinlica 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

LlTTEtt CCCXCIX.] {JSnd nf May nearly] 1883. 

Dciir Wordsworth — Your letter, save in what ren^cU 
your dear foster’s health, cheered me in my new soltfudc. 
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Mary is ill again. Her illncRses encroach yearly. The 
last was three months, followed by two of depresaiou 
most drea<lful. I look back upon her earlier attacks 
with longing : nicic little durations of six weeks or so, 
followed by complete restoration, — shocking as they were 
to me then. In short, half her life she is dead to me, 
and the other half is made anxious with fears and lookings 
forwjird to the next shock. With such prospects, it 
He<mie<l to me necessary that she should no longer live 
witli me, and be tluttercd with continued removals ; so I 
am come to live with her, at a Mr. Walden’s and his wift\ 
who take in j)atiouts, and have arranged to lodge and 
board us only. They have had the care of her Ix^fore. 
I see little of her: ahis! I too often hear her. Sunt 
larhrt/mcp rerum I and you and I nnist bear it 

To lay a little more load on it, a circumstance ha« 
hap|x*ned, mjm jxirs Tmgna and which, at another 
crisis, 1 should have more rejoiced in. I aiu about to 
lose my ohl and only walk-eornpanion, wlio.se mirthlul 
Kjiirits were, the “youth of our house,” Kmma Isola. I 
have her here now for a little while, Imt she is too 
nervnns, jirojM iiy to be under such a roof, so she will 
make short visit Ik’s uo more an inmate. With my 
[HTfeet approval, and more than concurrence, she is to I*** 
wedded to Moxon, at the eml of August — so “jK^rish the 
rosi^ and the (lowers” — how is iti 

Now to th(? brighter side. I am emaiudpated from 
the Westw(H>ds, and I am with attentive p(a)ple, and 
younger. I am three or four miles nearer the great 
city ; eoat’hes half-price less, and going always, of which 
I will avail myself. I have few friends left there, one or 
two though, T?»o8t Ixdoved. But London streets anti 
fiMxm cheer me inexpressibly, though not one known of 
the latbT wt‘re remaining. 

Thank you for your airdial reception of “ Elia,” IiUer 
Ho$f the Ariadne is not a darling with me ; several 
incougnmua things are in it, but in the eomposition it 
servcii me tva illustrative. 
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I want you in the “Popular Fallacies” to like the 
“ Home that is no home,” and “ Rising with the lark.” 

I am feeble, but cheerful in this my genifd hot weather. 
Walked sixteen miles yestertlay. I Ciin't read much in 
summer time. 

With my kindest love to all, and prayers for dear 
Dorothy, 

I remain most affectionately yours, 0. Lamb. 

At Mr. Walden’s, Church Street, Kdmonton, Middlesex. 

Moxou has introduc(Ml Emma to K(»gcr8, and he smiles 
ujKm the project I have given E. my Milton (will 
you panloii me) in part of a jntrtion. It hangs faiiiouKly 
in his Murray-like shop. 


To Mr. MOXON 

LriTKR CCCC ] IS33, 

Dear M. — A thousand tliaiiks for your puuctujilities. 
What a cheap book is the l.-ust Hogarth you sent mo ! J 
am jdiascd now that Hunt diddlM me out of the old 
one. SiK^aking of this, only think of the lUiW farmer 
with his thirty acres. There is a j)ortion of land in 
Ijoiul^cth Parish, called Knave’s Acre. I wonder he 

overhK)k’d it. Don’t show this the firm of 1) and 

O). I next want one copy of LeiaHicr's iSVAoo/, ami wish 
you to ^Miy Ltrishman, Taylor, 2, IJIandford PJmjc, Pall 
Mall, opjKJwite the British Institution, £(j 10s., for coat 
and waistcoat, etc. etc., and I vehemently thirst for the 
fourth No. of Nichols’s Hogarth, to bind one up (the two 
lK>oks) as Hogarth and Supplement. But as you know 
the j^rice, don't stay for its ap|»eanince ; but come as soon 
as ever you cjin with your bill of all demands in full, and 
ns I have none but iioUts, bring with you suflicient 
change. Weather is beautiful I grieve wwlly for Miss 
Woriiworth. We are all well again. Emma is iirith 
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US, and wc all shall be glad of a sight of you. Come on 
Sunday if you can, Iwtter if you come before. 

PfThaiis Rogcirs would smile at this. A j^ert, half 
chemist, half ajwithecary in our town who smatters of 
literature, and Is imiueasurably unlettered, said to me, 
** Pray, sir, may not Hoorl be reckoned the Prince of Wits 
in the presi'iit day 1 ” To which I assenting, he aids, “ I 
hatl always thought that Rc^gers had been rec^kon’d the 
Prince* of Wits, but I Impixjse that now ]\Ir. Hood has 
the Rater title to that appellation.” To which I replietl, 
that Mr. R. had wit with much l)ettiT (pialitie-s, but did 
not iispire to the principality. He had tak(?n all the puns 
manufactured in John Rail for our friend, in sad ami 
stupid csiTuest. One mure please. Adiem 

C. L. 


LirrrKii CCCC!.] July. 24, 1833, 

Fi»r (huls sake give Emma no mi>re watches; 
has turned her hcjul. She is arrogant and insulting. 
Sh<^ Raid Hornething very iinplciLsant to our old clock in 
the i}assage, ivs if he did not keep time, and yet he had 
in;wl(* her nt* appointment. She tnk<*s it out every instant 
to hM>k at the moment-hand. She lugs us out into tin- 
lit'ldH, Ih*<*{ius<‘ there the bird Utyn sisk you, “ Pniy, sir, 
canyon t<'il as what’s o’chH*k?” and she answers them 
[Hinetually. She loses all her time h)oking to see “what 
the time is.” I overheard her whisi>ering, “Just so many 
hours, mtmUcH, etc., to Tuesilay ; I tiunk St. George’s 
giHis t<H) slow.” This little presmit of Time I — why, — ’tis 
EU^rnity to her ! 

What can make' her so fond of a gingerbread watch ? 

She lias s]H»ih'd some of the moTcmcnts. llotwwm 
ourmdves, she has kissed away “half-jKWt twelve,” which 
1 1 h! the canoiileal hour in Hanover Square. 

Well, if “love me love my wabdi ” answers, she will 
keci) time to you. 
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It goes right by the Horse Guards. 

Dearest M. — Never nfiud opposite nonsense. She 
diMui not love you for the watch, but tlic watch for you. 
I will be at the winlding, and keep the t‘K)th July, ns 
long as my poor months last me, as a festival, gloriom-ly. 

Yours ever, Blu. 

Wc have not heard from Cambridge. I will write 
the moment ive do. ^ 

Ivimonton, 21th July, twenty minutes i)ast throe by 
Emma’s watch. 


To THOMAS ALLSOr. 

Lrttkr CCCCII.] Juhj 1833. 

My dear Allsop - 1 think it will Ihj impossible for ns 
te eojuo to Higligate in the time you ?>ropof<e. We have 
frHue!. e<»mjng io-niornuv, who may stay the week ; and 
wc are in a biKtlo fdKiut Emmas leaving us — so we will 
put oil* the ho})e of seeing l^lrs. Allsop till W(’ come to 
Town, after Kmma’s going, which is in a forttiight and 
a half, wlicn we mean to spend a time in Town, but 
sliall ’<K* happy to yt>u on Sunday, (»r any d.ay. 

In haste. liojR*, our little l‘orter docs. 

Yttiirs ever, 0. L. 


To Mk. MOXON, 


LinTKRCHCCIlI.] [1838.] 

Dear M. — Many thafik.s for the Ixxiks; but most 
thanks for one immortal wmtence: “If I do not cMmt 
him, never tmd me again.’’ I do not know whether to 
mlmiro most, the wit or justne,«s of the sentiment. It 
has my c^»rdial approbation. IHy sense of nirum and 
tmm applauds it 1 maintain it, the eighth coiiinmnd- 
meut hath a secret s|>ccia1 rcs<;rvation, by which the 
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reptile is e^puipt from any protection from it. As a 
or a nigger, he is not a holder of property. Not a ninth 
of what lie detains from the world is his own. “ Keep 
you hands from picking and stealing,” is no ways refer- 
able to his acquists. I doubt whetlier bearing false 
witness against thy neiglibour at all contemplated this 
possible scrub. Could Moses have seen the sj>eck in 
vision 1 Axi ex post fatto law alone could relieve him ; 
and we are taught to efi])cct no eleventh commandment 
The outlaw to the Mosaic dispensation ! — unworthy to 
have seen Moses behind ! — to lay his desecrating hands 
iHK>n Elia ! Has the irreverent ark-toucher been struck 
blind, I wonder 1 The more I think of him, the less I 
think of him. His meanness is invisible with aid of 
solar microscojx). My moral eye smarts at him. Tlie 
less dea that bites little fleas ! The great Bkast ! The 
beggarly N it ! 

More when we meet ; mind, you’ll come, two of yon ; 
and couldn’t you go off in the morning, that \^e may liave 
a day-long curse at him, if curses are not dis-hallowed by 
descending so low ! Amen. Muledicatur in extremis ! 

C. L 


To Mr. and Mrs. MOXON. 

Lkti rr CCCCIV.] ^ August 

1 >(‘ar Mr. uml Mi’s. Moxon — Time veiy short, I wrote 
to Miss Frj’cr, and had the sweetest letter about you, 
Kininji^ that ever friendship dictated. “I am full of 
gtXHl wishes, I am crying with good wislies,” she says ; 
but you shall stv it. 

Hear Moxon — I take your writing most kindly, and 
shall most kindly your writing from Paris. 

I want to eix)wd another letter to Miss Fiy^r into the 
little time after tliuner. before post time. So with twenty 
thousaiul oongnitulations, 

Youra, 


C. L. 



to OABY. 


I am ealm» sober, happy, f am over fiAihe reasoiL 
I gol home from l^ver Street, by Evatis, ha^mmiher 
m ajvd^e, 1 am taming over a new lea( as I hqpe you 
will now. 

[Thi turn of the leaf pmented the follomng from 
Mm Lamb : — J 

My dear Emma and Edward Moxon — Accept mj 
sincere eongratulations, and iinagine more good wishes 
than my weak nerves let me put into goc5 set wondb. 
The dreaiy blank of unnnmertd qwetione which I ventured 
to ask in vain was cleared up on the wedding day by Mrs. 
W. taking a glass of wine, and, with a total ^ange 
of countenance, begging leave to drink Mr. and Mrs. 
Moxon’s health. It restore<l me from that moment, as 
if by an electrical stroke, to the entire j^tossession of my 
senses. I never felt so calm and quiet after a similar 
illness as I do now. I feel as if ^1 tears were wiped 
fiom my eyes, and all care from my heart 

Mary Lamb. 

[At the foot of this letter is the following by Charles.'] 

Wednesday, 

Dears, again — Your letter interrupted a seventh game 
at pioquet which we were having, after walking to 
Writ’s and purchasing shoes. We pass our time in 
cards, walks, and reading. We attack Tasso soon. 

0. L. 

Kever was such a calm, or such a reoovoiy. *Tis her 
own weeds undictated. 


To R*v, H. P. OAKY. 

tarns OOOCV.J S^pUmber C, im. 

Dear Kur — Your packet I have cwily just receded, 
owing, I snppose, to ^ abaence of Moxon, who is fiamat* 
YOU n. V 
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ing it about d la Paridenne^ with his new bride^ oor 
much to his satisfaction, and not a little to our 
dulness. We shall be quite well by the time you return 
from Worcestershire, and most, most (observe the 
tio^ glad to see you here, or anywhere. 

I will take my time with Barley’s act I wish poets 
would write a little plainer ; he begins some of his words 
with a letter which is unknown to the English typography. 

Yours, most truly, * 0. Lamb. 

P.S. — Pray let me know when you return. We are 
at Mr. Walden’s, Church Street, Edmonton; no longer 
at Enfield. You will be amused to hear that my ^ter 
and 1 have, with the aid of Emma, scrambled throo^ 
the ** Inferno,” by the blessed furtherance of your polar- 
star translation. I think we scarce left anything unmade- 
out But our partner has left us, and we have not yet 
resumed. Maiy’s chief pride in it was that she shodd 
some day brag of it to you. Your JDatUe and Ssodys’ 
Ovid are the only helpmates of translationa Kdther 
of you shirk a word, 

Fairfax’s Tasso is no translation at all. ’Tis better 
in 8om*e places, but it merely observes the number of 
stanzas ; as for images, similes, etc., he finds ’em himself, 
and never troubles Peter fi>r the matter. 

In haste, dear Oaiy, yours ever, OL Lamb. 

Has M. sent you ** Eli%” second volume! If not he 
shall Taylor and we are at law about it 

To Mb. AMD Mbs. MOXON. 

Lbitee OGOCVl.] JVoMmkr 29, 1898. 

Mary is of opiutou with m^ that two of these soiuisti 
are of a higher grade than aiqr poetry you have d<»ia yet 
The one to Emma is so pri&^l I have only allowed 
myself to transpose a word in the third line. Sacred 
sl^ it be for any intemeddlmg of mine. But we jdntly 
beg that you win make fimr Hm in the room of the fimr 
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liMit Read Darby 'and Joan,” in Mta. Mox«m*a first 
album. There yonll eee bow beautifiil in age the looking 
back to yonthfbl years in an old couple is. But it is a 
violence to the fedings to andeipate that time in youth. 
1 hope yon and Emma will have many a quarrel and 
many a make>up (and she is beautiful in reconciliation 1) 
before the dark days shall come, iu which ye shall say 
^ there Is small comfort in You have begun a 

sort of character of Emma in them, very sweetly : carry 
it on, if you can, through the last lines. 

I love the sonnet to my heart, and you thall finish it, 
and ril be damn’d if 1 furnish a line towards it. So 
much for that The next best is to the Ocean. 

“ Yo gaUant winds, if o’er yonr wjbty ohskks 
B low longing lexer to hli mistrcM* side, 

0, pnff your londcKt, spread the canvas wide/* 

is spirited. The last line I altered, and have realtered 
it as it stood. It is closer. These two are your best 
But take a good deal of time in finishing the first How 
proud should Emma be of her poets ! 

Perifaps “ O Ocean ” (thouglj I like it) is too much 
of the (q>en vowels which Pope objects to. “Great 
Ocean!" is obvious. To save sad thoughts I think is 
letter (though not good) than for the mind to save herself. 
But *tis a noMe sonnet ** St doud " I have no fault to 
find with. 

If I return the sonnets, think it no disrespect, for 1 
look for a printed copy. You have done better thitn ever. 
And now for a reason 1 did not notice ’em earlier. On 
Wednesday th^ came, and on Wednesday I was a-gadding. 
Mary gave me a holiday, and I set to Snow Hill. 
From Snow Hill I deliberately was marching down, with 
noble Holbom bdbre me, fiaming in mental cogitation a 
of the dear London in prospect, thinking to traverse 
Wgrdour Street, etc., when iBabolicsBy, 1 was into- 
n^pted by 

Helgh-bo ! 

Little Barrow 1^ 
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Emma knows him, and prevailed on him to spend tbs 
day (infinite loss !) at his sister’s, a pawnbroker’s in dray’s 
Inn Xjane, where was an album, and (0 march of intellect!) 
plenty of literary conversation, and more acquaintance 
with the state of modem poel^ than I could keep up 
with. I was positively distanced. KnowlesCs play, which, 
epilogued by mo, lay on the piano, alone made me hold 
up my head. When I (^me home I read your letter, and 
glimpsed at your l)eautiml sonnet, 

“ Fair art tboa aa the morning, my young bride,” 

and dwelt upon it in a confused brain, but determined 
not to open them till next day, being in a state not to be 
told of at Chatteris. Tell it not in Gatb, Emma, lest the 
daughters triumph ! 1 am at the end of my tether. 1 

wish you would come on Tuesday with your fair bride. 
Why can’t you ! Do. We are thankful to your sister 
for being of the jiarty. Come, and bring a^ sonnet on 
Mary’s birthday. Love to the whole Moxoniy, and tell 
E I every day love her more, and miss her less. Tdl 
her so, from her loving uncle, as she has let me caU 
myself. I bought a fine embossed card yesterday, and 
wrote for the Pawnbrokeress’s album. She is a Miss 
Brown, engaged to a Mr. White. One of the lines was 
(I forget the rest ; but she had them at twenty-four hours’ 
notice ; die is going out to India with her husband)^ 

** Miij your fame. 

And fortune, Franeee, Whitbk with your name J** 

Not bad as a pun. I wU expect you before two on 
Tuesday. I am well and happy, tell £. 


To Mr. EOGEBS. 

Limui OOCCVIL] Dtomber im 

Hy dear Sir — ^Your book, by the unremittiBg pimotii* 
ality of your publialier, baa readied me thus end^y* 1 
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littve nol opened it, nor will dll to*niorroWy wlmn 1 
promise myieiif a dimough reading of it. The Fleasmes 
of Memory^* was the fiM sohocd present I made to Mm 
Moxon ; it has those nice woodcuts, and 1 heUevf: she 
keqiB it stili Believe me, that all tho kindness you have 
shown to the husband of that excellent person semns 
done unto myself I have tried my hand at a sonnet in 
the Timei; but the tom 1 gave it, though I hoped it 
would not displease you, I thought might not be equally 
agreeable to your artist 1 met that dear oM man at 
poor Heniy^s, with you, and agidu at Cary’s, and it was 
suHimo to see him sit, deaf, and cigoy all that was going 
on in mirth with the company. He reposed upon the 
many gracefh], many fantastic images he had created; 
with them he diued, and took wine. I have ventured 
at an antagonist copy of versos, in the At^ienomm^ to 
him, in which he is as everything, and you as nothing. 
He is noJawyer who cannot take two sides. But I am 
jealous of the combination of tho sister arts. Let them 
sparkle apart What iryury (short of tho theatres) did 
not Boydell’s Shakspeare Gallery do me with Shakspwe 1 
to have Opie’s Shalupeare, Northcote's Shakspeare, light- 
headed Fuseli’s Shakspeare, heavy-headed Romney's 
Shakspeare, woodeu-headed West's Shakspeare (though 
he did the best in Lear), dcaf-hciided Reynolds’s Shaks- 
peare, instead of my and everybody’s Shakspeare ; to he 
tied down to on authentic face of Juliet ! to have Imogen’s 
portrait ; to confine the illimitable ! I like you and 
Bioibaid (you best), but ** out upon this half-faced fellow- 
ship Sir, when I have read the book, 1 may trouble 
you, through Moxou, with some faint criticisms. It is 
tiot the flatteringest compliment, in a letter to on author, 
to say you have not read bis book yet But the devil of 
a read^ he must be who {nraaoea through it in five 
minutes ; and no longer have I received the paroeL It 
waa a little tantaHsing to me to reedve a letter from 
Landor, GMr Laador, fh»n Florence, to say he just 
siltiBg down to read my ** Ella,” just received ; Ini the 
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letter was to go oat before the reading. There tie 
calamities in authorship which only aathors know. I am 
goiag to call on Mozon on Monday, if the throng of 
carriages in Dover Street, on the mom of publication, do 
not b^cade me out. 

With many thanks, and most respectful remembrances 
to your sister, 

Tours, ^ 0. Laxb. 

Have you seen Oolendge’s happy exemplification in 
English of the Ovidian Elegiac metre 1 

In the Hexameter rises the fountain’s silvery current^ 

In the Pentameter aye falling in melody down. 

My sister is papering np the book, — careful soul t 


To MARY BETHAM. 

« 

Jawmry 24, 1884, 

LsTTBit CCCOVIIL] Church Street^ EdmonUm. 

Dear Mary Betham — I received the Bill, and when it is 
payable, some ten or twelve days hence, will punctuidly do 
with the overplus as you direct*: I thought you would 
like to know it came to hand, so I have not waited for the 
uncertainty of when your nephew sets out 1 siqqpose 
my receipt will serve, for poor Mary is not in a capamty 
to sign it. After being from the end of July to 
the end of December, ^e was taken ill almost on the 
first day of the New Year, and is as bad aa poor creature 
can be. 1 expect her fever to last 14 or 15 weeks — 
if she gets well at all, which eveiy successive illneis 
puts me in fear of. She has less wad less strength to 
throw it ofi; and they leave a dreadful depression after 
them. She was quite comfbitable a few weeks stnoe, 
when MatOda came down km to see us. 

Yon shali excuse a iliort letter, for my hand is wn- 
steady. Indeed, the sitiiaticai 1 am in with her shakes 
me sadly. She was qnlte able to appreciate the kiml 



to wm mxwL 

wlille she was wdL Imagina h«r khideit Im to 
ymiy whidb Is bat boned awbile^ sod bdieire sH the good 
wishes tor ftm restorsti<m to h^th from 

0. LiJiB. 

UiM Mary Betham, 

to the caro of Sir Wm. Bethanii 

Hocord Tower, DoUio. 


To Miss FBYER. 

Lettsb CCOCIX.] F^nwry U, 1884. 

Dear Miss Fiyer — Your letter found me just returned 
fbnn keeping my birthday (pretty innocent I) at Dover 
Street I see them pretty often. I have since had 
letters of bosmess to write, or should have replied earlier. 
Id one word, be less uneasy about me ; I bear my priva* 
timis veigr well ; I am not in the depths of desolation, as 
heretofore. Your admonitions are not lost upon me. 
Your kindness has sunk into my heart Have faith In 
me !' It is no new thing for me to be left to my sister. 
When she is not violent her rambling chat is better to 
me than the sense and sanity of this world. Her heart 
is obscured, not buried ; it breaks out occasionally ; and 
one can diaoem a strong mind struggling with the b^ows 
that have gone over it I could be nowhere happier than 
under the same roof with her. Her memory is unnatu* 
rally strong ; and from ages past if we may so call the 
eadiiest recc^ of our poor life, she fetches thousands of 
names and things that nevmr would have dawned upon 
me ag^ and thousands firom the ten years Mie lived 
b^ore me. What took place from early girlhood to her 
omnug of age pnndpally lives again (every important 
tiling and every trifle) in her brain, with ^ vividness 
of real presence. For twelve hours incoMtantly she will 
pour out withoat intermiaslon ail her past lifr^ fbigettlng 
nothing pouring out name after name to the Wsldeim, 
as a dr^; aenie and nonsmise; tmtha and erim 
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huddled together; a medley between im^lra^n and 
poeaeadon. What things we are ! I know yon witt hear 
with me, talking of these things. It seems to ease me, 
for I have nobody to tell these things to now. Emma, 1 
see, has got a harp I and is learning to play. She has 
fnuned her three Walton pictures, and pretty they lodk. 
That is a book you should read ; such sweet religion in 
it, next to Woolman’s, though the subject be baits, and 
books, and worms, and fishes. She has my copy at pre- 
sent, to do two more from. 

Very, very tired! I began this epistle, having been 
epistolising all the morning, and very kindly would I 
end it, could 1 find adequate expressions to your kind- 
ness. We aid set our minds on seeing you in Spring. 
One of us will indubitably. But 1 am not skilled in 
almanack learning to know when Spring precisely b^ius 
and ends. Pardon my blots ; 1 am glad you like your 
book. I wish it had been half as worthy of yoar accept 
ance as John Woolman. But ’tis a good-natured book. 


To WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

Church StreUt EdmonUm^ 

LsTTEtt CCXJCX.] February 22, 18H. 

Dear Wordsworth — I writo from a house of moomiag. 
The oldest and best friends I have left are in trouble. 
A branch of them (and Hiey of the best stock of Qod% 
creatures, I believe^ is establishing a WdiiMfi at Carlisle ; 
Her name is Louisa Martin ; address, 75, Oistle 
Street, Carlisle ; her qualities (and her motaves for this 
exertion) are the most amiable, mosl iqMght For thirty 
years she has been tried hy me, and on behaviour I 
would stake my soul O, if you can recommend her, 
how would I love you — if I ooidd love you better ! Play, 
pray, reomnmend her. Is as good a human eraiidida, 
-»-next to my mater, pefiia|», Hie most exemplaiy IbBsaie 
t ev«^ knew. Moxon Um me you would like a kiter 
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ftam bib; yon dull harooBa I euiaot mbii^ 
whli any naaBOBa wliidi yon BsuBlly toloeBtB Dm 0. 
lamb. Seed hB add loTM to irife, aiBtar, Bid «0i1 Poor 
Maiyia 01 again, afto a abort ludd interval of km or 
five montha. In aborts I my caO her half dead to me. 
Good yon me to me. Yonn with fervour of friendahip^ 
Ibr ever. 0. L. 

If you want referencoa, the Bjfibop oi Oarlude may bb 
one. Louiaa’a aiater (aa good aa ahe, abe cannot be 
better, thoogb abe triea,) located the dangbtera of tiie 
late Earl ^ Carnarvon, and he aettled a bandaome 
annuity on her for In short, all the family are a 
iound rock. 


To THOMAS MANNING. 

Lama CCgCXL] Jtfay 10, 1804. 

You made me feel so funny, so happydike ; it waa aa 
if I .WM reading one of your old lettera taken out at 
^baxard any time between the biat twenty yearn, *twaa 
ao the same. The unity of place, a garden ! The old 
Dmmatia PersonsB, a landla«ly and Daughter. The puna 
the same in mould. Will nothing change yout Tia 
but a abort week aince honest Ryle and I were lamenting 
the gwm'hy daya of Manning and Whist How aavourily 
did he remember them ! Might aomc great year but 
bring them back again ! This waa my exclaim, and R. 
did not aak for an exjdanation. I have had a scurvy 
nine yean of it, and am now in the aony fifth act 
Twenty weeka nigh liaa aho been now violent, witii hut 
a firw sound montha before, and theae in such direction 
her fi^ver might seem a reli^ to it I tried to bring 
her to town in w winter once or twice, but it fidled. 
Tttthfil led me to expect that Uua illneaa would lengthen 
with her yeara, and it haa cruelly— with that new IMure 
of despoiideiiey alter. lamwithherakiienowinapfifim 
hoaie. She la^ f hope, teeovertng. We play FMynet, 
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and it ia like the old times awhile, then goes cC I 
atraggle to town rarely, and then to eee London, with 
little other motive — ^for what is left there hardly t The 
streets and shops entertaining ever, else I feel as in a 
desert, and get me home to my cave. Save that once a 
month I pass a day, a gleam in my life, with Gary at 
the Museum (He is the flower of clergymen) and breakbst 
next morning with Eo\>in8on. 1 look to this as a treat 
It sustains me. 0. is a dear fellow, with but two vioes, 
which in any less good than himsdf would be crimes 
past redemption. He has no relish for Parson Adams — 
hints that he might not be a very great Gredc scholar 
after all (does Fielding hint that ho was a Porson 1)— and 
prefers ** Ye shepherd so^ cheerM and gay,” and ** My 
banks they are furnished with bees,” to *^The School- 
mistress.” I have not seen Wright’s, but the faithfuluess 
of 0., Mary and 1 can attest. For last year, in a good 
intend I giving some lessons to Emmai now Mra 
Moxon, in the smse part of her Italian (I knew no 
words), Mary pertinaciously undertook, bring 69, to read 
the It^emo all thro* with the help of his TranslatioD, 
and we got thro’ it with Dictionaries and Qiammars, 
of course to our satisfactioD. Her perseverance was 
gigantic, almost painful. Her head was over her task^ 
like a sucking b^, mom to night. We were be^nning 
the Pwrgatery^ but got on less rapidly, our great authority 
for grammar, Emma, being fled, but should have pro- 
ceeded but fer this misfortune. Do not come to town 
without af^rising me. We must all three meet somehow 
and “ drink a cup,” 

Yours, aifc 

Mary strivee and struggles to he eontnnt when the ts 
wclL Last year when we taflced of Ifthig dull (we had 
juat ket our seven < years* neatly inmate), and Cary’s 
invitation came, she said, “DM not I say sometiiQg or 
other would turn In her first walk oul rif the 

house, she would tend evmy Aimtion adverttscmmil along 
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Oe md» aiid wlimi I would stop hsr sIm ssid, 

«re mf Fli^-bills." She felt glad to get into the world 
again, but then follows lowneas. She is getting about 
tho*, I very muc^ hope. She is rising; and will claim 
her morning Pioquet I go to put this in the Post first. 

I walk 9 or 10 miles a day, alway up the road, dear 
London-wards. Fields, flowers, birds, and green inmes, I 
have no heart for. The bare roajji is cheerfid, and almost 
good as a street I saunter to the Bed lion duly, as 
you used to the PeaoodL 

T. Manning Esq., 

Pockemge, Herta 


To Bkv. JAMES QILLMAN. 

Mr, WaldmCs, Ckumh Slmt^ 

Lutke OOCCXll.] EdnyonUm, Auguit 5, 1884. 

My dear Sir — ^The sad week being over, I must write 
to you. to say that I was glad of being spared from 
Intending ; I have no words to express my feeling with 
you all. I can only say that when you think a short 
visit from me would be acceptable, when your father and 
mother shall be able to see me with cantfortf 1 will come 
to the bereaved house. Express to them my tenderest 
regards and hopes that they will continue our friends 
st& We both love and respect them as much aa a 
human being can, and finally thank them with our hearts 
fiw what they have been to the poor departed. 

Ood bleas you all, 0. Laxii. 


To Rev. H. F. OABY. 


tatSE COOCXIIl.] Septeu^ 1% 1884. 

Cot’s plesaiug we will not be absence at' the 
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Dear 0.— We long to see yon, and hear aoooimt of 
your peregrinations, of the Ton at Heidelbciig, the dock 
at Strasb^ the statue at Rotterdam, the dainty Bhen^ 
and poignant Mosdie wines, Westphalian hams, and 
Botaigoes of Altona. But perhaps you have aee^ not 
tasted any of these things. 

Yours, very glad to chain you back again to your 
proper centre, books and Bibliothecae, 

G. and M. Lamh. 

I have only got your note jtist now p«r negligewtiam 
periniqui Moxoni. 


To Mr. CHILDS. 

Monday. ChwrcK Streett Ednumim (fMl 
08 you erroneously direei 
LutBE OCCX^XIV.] yours.) [SepUmhef 15, 18$4.} 

Dear Sir — The volume which you seem to want is not 
to be had for love or money. 1 with difficulty procured 
a copy for myself Yours is gone to enlighten the tawny 
Hindoos. What a supreme felicity to the author (only 
he is no traveller) on the Ganges or Hydaspes (Indian 
streams) to meet a smutty Gentoo ready to burst with 
laughing at the tale of Bo>Bo ! for doubtless it hath been 
transla^ into all the dialects of the East 1 grieve the 
less, that Europe should want it 1 cannot gather firom 
your letter whether you are aware that a second series 
of the Essays is pubUshed by Moxon, in Dover Streep 
Piccadilly, (^led *^Tbe Last Essays of Elia,** and, I m 
told, is not inferior to the formen Slial! I order a ji^y 
for you 1 and will you accept ill Shall I imd 
the same time, my sole copy of ^ former Teluinei:|pb 1 
retain it) for a monHi or two) lu retam, 
favour me with the loan of one of tiboae Sitt|l^*hied 
grunteni that you laud so highly ; I piealse aal to ke^ 
It above a day. What a Homy name Boi^piiy k t I never 
dreamt of a oone^poadeni thmoe, I need to thinlc of k 
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m tcmie Utof^ town, or borongli in Ctotham land. 1 
90«r bdkva in its aaisteDce, m part of Meriy Bnji^aiiii I 
Iffere am wm Uim $erateh4sd out.] 

The part I hare scratched oat Is the best of the lef4er. 
Let me have you^ commands. 

On. Lamb, alia$ Ezja. 


To Rrv. H. F.^CAIIY. 

Lwtbb COOCXV.] (OcloW 1884.] 

I protest I know not in what words to invest my 
sense of the shameful violation of hospitality which I was 
guilty of on that fatal Wednesday. Let it be blotted 
fyom the calendar. Had it been committed at a layman’s 
house, say a merchant’s or manufacturer’s, a cheese- 
monger’s or greengrocer’s, or, to go higher, a barrister’s, 
a member of Parliament’s, a nch banker’s, I should have 
felt aUev&tion, a drop of self-pity. But to be seen 
deliberately to go out of the house of a clergyman drunk I 
a clergyman of the Ohurch of England tool not that 
alone, but of an expounder of that dark Italian Hierophant, 
an exposition little short of kU who dared unfold the 
Apocalypse : divine riddles both ; and, without supernal 
grace vouchsafed. Arks not to be fingered without present 
blatting to the touchera. And then, from what house ! 
Kot a common glebe or vicarage (which yet had been 
shameful), but fh>m a kingly repository of sdenoes, 
boman and divine, with the primate of il^gland for its 
guardian, arrayed in public miyesty, ftom which the 
pro&ne vulgar are bid fly. Could aU those volumes have 
taught me nothing better ! With feverbb eyes on the 
•Qooeeding dawn I opened upon the fidnt light, to 

distlngutsh, in a strange chamber, imt ima^iatd^ to be 
leoognised, garters, hose, walstooi^ neckerebiei^ arranged 
in dreadful order and fstyportlon, which I knew was not 
mine own. ’Tis Uie cmnmmi symptom on awak|ii|^ I 
judge nyr last inset’s oemdi^ Atderahlelsatls^ 
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log OB the floor I hail as being too probably my own, and 
if the candlestick be not removed I assoil myself. But 
this finical arrangement, this finding everything in the 
morning in « exact diametrical rectitude, torments me. 
By whom was I divested? Burning blushes! not by 
the fair hands of njrmphs, the Buffam Graces ? Bemote 
whispers suggested that I coached it home in trium}^. Far 
be that from working pride in me, for I was unconscious 
of the locomotion ; that# a young Mentor accompanied a 
reprobate old Telemachus ; that, the Trojan-like, he bore 
his charge upon his shoulders, while the wretched incubus, 
in glimmering sense, hiccuped drunken snatches of flying 
on the bats* wings after sunset. An aged servitor was 
also hinted at, to make disgrace more complete, one, to 
whom my ignominy may offer further occasions of revolt 
(to which be was before too fondly inclining) firom the 
true faith; for, at the sight of my helplessness, what 
more was need^ to drive him to the advocacy of Inde- 
pendency? Occasion led me through Great Ewell 
Street yesterday. I gazed at the great knocker. My 
feeble Iwds in vain essayed to lift it. 1 dreaded that 
Argus Portitor, who doubtless lanterned me out on that 
protons night I called the Elginian marbles. They 
were cold to my suit I shall never again, 1 said, on tl» 
wide gates unfolding, say, without fear of thrusting badr, 
in a light but perempt^ air, am going to Mr. 
Oaiys.” 1 passed by the^walls of Baldutha. 1 had 
imaged to mysdf a zodiac third Wednesdays insdiat* 
iBg by glimpses the Edmonton dulness. 1 dreamed of 
Highmore ! I am de-vlted to come on Wednesdays. TH- 
lanous old age, that, with second childhood, linked 
hand in himd her inseparable twin, new ineiperienoe, 
which knows not effects of liqnor. l^ere I was to have 
sate tor a sober, middle^kgod-and-a-half gentleman, litemy 
too, the neat fingered artist can educe no notions M 
a dissolute Sllenus, lecturing natural philosoid^ to„ a 
jeering Chroauns, or a Mnarilns. Fiidet ftoan 
eontext gather tibe lost name 
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Lktobbl CCOOXYl.} [OM^r 18. isacj 

Dear Sir — ^The unboaiided range of mimifioenoe ]»re- 
aented to my choice, staggers me. What can tw^ty 
votes do for one bandied and two widows i I cast my 
eyes hopeless among the vidnage. iT.J?. — Sou^ey might 
ashamed of hin^lf to let his aged mother stand at 
the top of the list, with hb £100 a year ai^ butt d 
sack. Sometimes 1 sigh over ^o. 12, Mrs. OarvedU, 
some poor relation of mine, no doubt No. 15 has my 
wishes, bnt then she is a Welsh one. 1 have Ruth upon 
No. 21. Fd tug hard for Na 24. No. 25 is an anomaly; 
there can be no Mrs. Hogg. No. 34 ensnares me. No. 
73 should not have met so foolish a person. Na 92 
may bob it as she likes, but she catches no cherry of me. 
So I have even fixed at hap-hasard, as youll see. 

Yours, every third Wednesday, 0. L. 


To Mbs. DYER. 


IxmtSi OOCOXVIl.] Deemher 22, 1884. 

Dear Mrs. Dyer — I am very uneasy about a Book, 
which 1 either have lost or left at your house on Thursday. 
It was Hie book I went out to fetch from Miss Buffiun’s 
while the tripe was frying. It is called Phillip’s 
Theatrum Poetarum,” but it is an En^h book. I thi^ 
I left it in the parlour. It is Mr. Cary’s book, and 1 
would not lose it for the world. Pray, if you find it, 
bocdc it at the Swan, Snow Hill, by an Edmonton stage 
immediately, directed to Mr. Lmnb, Church Street, 
Edmonton, or write to say you cann^ find it. I am 
<|tiite anxious about it If it is lost, I shall never like 
tripe again. 

Wi^ kindest love to Mr. Dyet and all, ymus indy, 

CL Iissm. 




NOTE^ 


CHAPTER IV. 

1817-1828. 

LsTTEii CLXIII (o. 11 —William Ay^n (1777-1858), Direc- 
tor of the Music at tne King’s Theatre in 1816. Famous as an 
impresario and as a musical critic. Ho edited Charles Knight's 
ifttsieol LSbraryj which did so much to popularise the best 
com|.Mera in this country. He was the first to produce Dan 
OwoaaMi he England, in April of this year. 

The late Mr. ifs/fisA— Mr. Hellish, of Enfield, for many 
yean M.P. for Middlesex. He made a large fortune as an army 
oontractor. Whether he ever committed himself to opinions 
(m poetioal matten I do not know. 

Lkitib CLXIV (p. 4).— Mr. Barron Field; bom 28d 
Oetober 1786 ; prsctued at the Bar for some years, going the 
Oxford Otmnit In 1816 he married and went out to New 
fioiitii Wales as Jndge of the Supreme Court at Sydney. He 
tstmned to England in 1824, having resigned his post, and 
was afterwards appointed Chief-JnstiM of Gibraltar. 8 m the 
EUa Essay, ** Distant Correspondents." ** Botany Bay " is now 
so modi a matter of history that Lamb’s slhuions to the 
erjjttinsl popnlation, among whom he pictures his old friend ss 
!ifitt|^ almost require expUnarion. 

'*So thievish ’tis, that the eighth oomaisndnient itaelf 
Soaroe seemeth there to be " 

is of oottrse n parody of Cderidge’a Unsa In the ** Ancient 
Mariner”-- 

**8o lonely *twas the! God Himeelf 
Scares seemid then to be.” ** 

Th* fsider will not have mnsh difficnlty in aopairntfst tbs 
**lioi^*' he which Lambs plssds goBty in the varioos phm of 
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intelUgenoe here tnuntmitted, from the troths. ^If the Mitdi^ 
meutioned was Thomas Mitchell, the translator of Aristophaiiei, 
he did not die till many years later, and Mr. Thomas Barnes 
beeame the fainons editor of the Times instead of going to 
]>ettterara or Rsseqnibo. George Dyer, on the other hand, was 
actually one of the six executors and residuary legatees under 
the wiil of Lord Stanhope. 

Lsttrr CLXV (p. 6).— fTe have the Ternyl^ Lamb 
and his sister had lived for about nine years in Mitre Court 
Buildings, and for alxnit tUi same period in Inner Temple Lane. 

Lrttkk CLXVII (p. 8). — Garden of England^ Covent 
Qaiden. 

SoxUheifs curse. The Curse of Kefumna. 

Coleridge* s state and affairs. The new course of lectures, 
here spoken of as contemplated by Coleridge, were delivered 
early in the year following at a lecture-room in Flower de Luce 
Court, Fleet Street 

Lkttrk CLXVIII (p. 9).— This brief note is worth printing, 
because it led , to the remarkable evening at Haydon\ when 
lAmb met Keats, Wordsworth, and the Comptroller of Stamps. 
See Haydou's Diaries^ or my Memoir of lamh (Men of Letters 
Series), p. 86. 

Lkttkk OLXIX (p. 10). — W. U. goes on lecturing agednst 
IF, W. Hozlitt’s I^tures on the English Poets, deuvmted at 
the Surrey Institution. 

Lxttre CLXX (p. 14). — ^The ** books'* here referred to are 
the collected edition of Lamb's works in two volumes, published 
in 1818 by the Olliera. The letter to Souths that follows is 
also on the subject of the nevt 4 >ublication. 

Lh'Tbr CLXXII (p. 16).— The **ticket" here mentioned 
was apparentlv for a pro|Mted eouiae of lectures that was 
never aostinea to be delivered. Coleridge gave no mote 
courses of lectures after March 1816. 

Lvn'KROLXXI)I^17).-~IV/o8wC%afR8cr«. Mr. Chambere 
was a fellow-clerk with Lamb In the India House, and one el 
hia most intimate trienda iu the office. This lettiw, from w 
original in the noaBoesion of Mr. Oeoige Bentiey, of Old Bur* 
llsgton Street, la now for the first time printed by hie moit 
kind nertnierion. The drcumstaaoes under which thie ttomo 
of auaeoious invention and wildeet humour wia p«iiiied*aio 
not hard to divinsu Mr. Chambert wia olearly hsgit sms» ftom 
buaiuees by an attack of eeaema» or tome Idndfoa sMstwm of 
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llie dkte, ml Luiilih 9iUt « ludiiota of tlwro «ro mmof 

otte iMrtmoai, liti down to amnie the obeent iiiTelid hy 
inlying him with meterial for a heertYlaogh. Tho 
genoe** fSnmded is of oonree the simplest vomsnce, grounded 
Si ee^ esse^ we may snppose^ on certain bodily or me^ital 
peettUaritiee in the office clerks respectlTely named. The 
anecdote of Hr. Bye’s aonnets and their resemblaiioo to Petrarch 
baa bem so often quoted from this letter, though unpnbhahod, 
as to bare become already historical The few notes that 
follow are taken from some memoranda supplied by the Uil 
Hr. H. 6. Bobn, foom whoee collecgon the letter passed into 
the bands of Hr. Bentley. 

The letter is addressed to Mr. John Chambers, Leamingtos. 
Warwick. 

A* Fern tpould my* Mr. Venn was an auctioneer. 

jis Z> — does h^ore twelve o* Clock. “Mr. Dowley, who 
was clerk and office-assistant to Mr. Chaiiil>en).** 

Wadd and PlumUy. Wadd was sou of a Rov. Dr. Wadd ; 
Flnmley was the son of a silversmith on Ludjmte Hill. Ifyde 
woa a clerk in the same oilico, familiarly calleil Old Jemmy 
Hyde. He claimed to bo descended fmm Ijord- Chancellor 
Hyde. Memah, father of the recent Brighton photompher.” 
Jmsd **eiffintua]ly became chief clerk when the Company 
passed into the hands of the Oovemincnt” Bye^ ’’another 
clerk in the ssme office, and held to be very stupid ; got into 
debt and was dismisaod.” See Letter to Manning of 2$th Hay 
1819. Hr. Bohn adds that ” this letter is evidently complete 
although it ends abruptly and is not signed.** 


Lirrut OLXXIV (p. 20).-^ copy ‘*/Vfor BelV* The 
vttias to which Lamb here refers were those which J. Hamilton 
Bsynolds wrote and published a few days in advance of Words* 
wem’s ** Peter Ben,” in ridicule of the poet The squib, 
issued firom the publishing house of Tsylor and Hessey, dots 
on its ritle-page, Pet&r A tyrieal baBad. ” 1 do affirm 
that 1 am the roal Simon Pure.” It consists of same fifty 
ststtsas, roughly imitated from the actual metre of Words- 
worth's poem. It was furnished with a prose Preface and 
Appendix. The opening linos of the former may be ciM as 
Hfing some idea of the meolent epirit in which the whole jm 
was conceived It is now a period of one-and-twenty 
yeaii Hnee 1 frmt wrote some of the most perfoct compoaltiotts 
(exes^ oeitain pieces 1 have written in my later days) that 
osor dropped from poetical pen. Hy heart hath be^ i%ht 
all its yearn 1 never tnonght an evU or a mak 
idymAt in my life. It bas been my aim and my acbleveiupiit 
19 dsdnos mocil tbitnder from botteioiM daisiaa, ceknffimML 
Mid (as a poet^ acaroely inforior to myself, Wh it) ’snob 
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deer/*^ et& etc. etc. The renee that fellow are o oropo eed hgf 
•biitgiiig tocher alliisioiie to Alice Fell, Betty Foj, Hany 
0111, and othiBr namea from Wordsworth’s heet*laiowii hallads, 
with {diraaes and mann^ms borrowed from the mon mawkish 
ol his earlier poems. It may be added that it was the pnb* 
lication of this^st ** Peter Bell,” to which Wordsworth’s came 
second, that explains Shelley writing a ” Peter Bell the Third,** 
Mogera ha$ been re-vrriling your Poem of the Strid, Eogeis 
wrote a poem on the same incident as that of Wordsworth’s 
‘’Force of Prayer: or, The Founding of Bolton Prio^,” 
Rogers’s poem was called e The lioy of Esmond,” and the nrat 
two lines of it — 


“ ‘ Say what remrins when Hope is fled ? * 

She answered, ‘ Endless weeping,’ ” 

were, in some later editions of Wordsworth’s poems, prefixed as 
a motto to his “ Force of Prayer.” 

How do you like my way of writing wUh two ink$ f This 
letter was actually so written, in linos of black and red ink 
alt^nately. 

LmTKB OLXXV <p. 22). Oladmana of WlyuUhamaUod. 
Lamb had relations in Hertfordshire, where bis grandmother, 
Mrs. Field, resided so long. See the Essay, “ Hackery Knd in 

II shire,” and notes upon it, in my edition of EUa, 

Tommy Bye, See preceding letter to Mr. Ohambera. Mrs. 
Gold was the marriM name of Miss Burrell, the actresa 
Manning was now once more in England after his loDgabscnce 
in China This letter was addressed to him at Waie in 
Hertfordshira 


IiETTBH OLXXTI (p. %i),^How proud w are kora qfthododi- 
cotton. Wordsworth nad juflt published his early poem “The 
Waggoner,” In oomplia&oe with Lamb’s reqnest made in a 
former letter. It appeared, with a few Sorter poems, in 1819, 
with the following oedication to Lamb 

“My dear Friend^-When I sent yon, a few weeks sgo^ ‘The 
Tale of Peter Bell,' yon asked ‘Why “The Waggoner” was 
not added V To say the troth, from the higher tone of imag^* 
tion, and the deeper toiichee of paaeiou aimed at in the fortnetr, 
I apprehended Uua little piece conld not accompany it withont 
disadTantage. In the year ISOfi, if 1 am not mistaken, ^Ths 
Waggoner ^ was read to yon in mannscript, and as yon have 
rewambersd it for ao loim a time, I am the more eneonraged to 
Kona that,atnee the loeaEtice on whidli the poem partly depends 
dia net ptavaul its being Interesting to yon, it may pmva 
iooeptable to otbam Beuigi therefore, in some measnio flit 
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mxm of itg jpMseiit ^>p6ftraiic£v yon mmit allow me the gmlifi* 
ee^ofli of uiaeriMii^ it to yoii»{iii ecknowladmeot of 
nleuiire 1 lie?e denied from yofur writing ana of the hiffh. 
eetemi with which 

** I am very truly yours, 

** WlLUAM WOBDOWORTH.*’ 

Benjamain, is the wii^oner*8 name. 

M%ry Sabilla The wife of Vinoent Novello, the 

emiuent composer and orpfanist. ^ 

Lkttkr CliXXVll (p. 20). —Tills letter to lismb's old frioud 
Joseph Cottlo, publisher and poet of Bristol, has, 1 veuture 
to think, an interesting histoiy attached to it This and 
the following two letters were first printed by Cottle in his 
SaHy BmUectimA of Coleridge^ published in 1887. Cottle 
gave the date of the first two correctly (1819), but by some 
oi^ersight dated the last of the throe 1829. Recent editors have 
made the error complete by dating them all 1829. Accordingly, 
in the autumn of 1886, when engaged in arranmng the Lettera 
for the present edition, 1 was ^rplezed by this confrislon of 
dates, and eould discover no internal evidence in the Letters 
themselves to resolve my doubts. A recent editor of Lamb's 
Correapondence had confidently announced that the Collection 
of Lik^.e88e8 of British Bards was a certain work crlled Bfiffita 
PotHeee, being a set of portraits of distinguished English roeta, 
with short notioes of their lives and works, which was not in 
Ihct issued till the year 1824. This work (the letterpress of 
wliicl^ issued anonymously, was the work of Bany Com* 
wall) only included poets already deceased, and therefore did 
not contain any pcotrait or notice of Joseph Cottle. When 
1 had given up hope of finding any clue to the mystery, the 
actual voluma mdicaied by Lamo came to light It ptovid to 
be a of Byron’s English Sards tmd ScAh BeviAsrSt pro- 
fuaely uinatratM with engravings and drawings of the various 
poets and other literary eharactert occurring in tiie Ikmona 
satlie. My attention was called to the cony % ita containing; 
as its solitary water-colour drawing, a hitherto unknown por- 
tfiit of CharuHi Lamb, by Mr. Joaeph, A.E.A. ; but on enamin- 
to the book further, I found that it contained also a pencil 
mteh of Joseph CotUe, evidently copied from a miniatare, 
Ths date of the eompilatioa, as given on a special tiUe-page. was 
1819, and the person by whom it was eom|iiled, one ’miUaai 
Kvaaa. By latest jpoosesaor of the viihiBie^ 

I diaoovered Huh tto Mr. Evans was Xkmb'i old Ikisiid ^that 
» a »e, a ooUeagne In the India Houses to whom Lamb owal his 
fiat inttodnetMNi to Tatfeiisd. Mart then was beyond dbnhl 
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tlie ** fiarticmlar friend ** who was nuking a a^eetiofo of fbe 
** likenesses of Livii^ Bards.*' That Lamb was p^ectly wdl 
twaie of the use Mr. Evans proposed to make of the portraits in 

S neitioii we cannot doubt; and we can ima^e with what 
haiacteristic equanimity he was allowing his own portrait to 
appear in illustration of lines by B^n quite as scomfiil as 
tuose in which poor Cottle was described. As Joseph Cottle, 
however, might not have received the intelli^noe with the 
same philosophic calm, l^mb did not think it necessary to 
inform his old friend of the precise destination of his portrait 
Bince 1 made known these ihets in the columns of the Atkenceumt 
Mr. Evans's volume has passed into the keeping of the British 
Museum. 

Lkiter CTjXXVIII (p. 27). — A daugJUer of RA, 

The name of Mr. Josephs daughter is apt)ended to several of 
the drawings in Mr. Kvaiis’s volume, but liy some oversight not 
to the likeness of Joseph Cottle, which was a copy from a 
miniature by Branwhite of Bristol. Mr. Joseph was an associate 
only of the Royal Academy. He never attained the full rank 
of KA. 

Yowr heUer favouft the ** Meaaiahf* “In consequence of 
this application," Cottle tells ns, referring to tlift preceding 
letter of Ijsmb's, “ I sent C. Lamb a portrait by Branwhite, 
and enclosoil for his acceptance the second part of my Meseutk** 
Cottle had published the first |iart of tliis Epic, “ in twenty- 
four hooks,'* four years earlier. Lamb, as usual, hits with 
unerring skill one of the few lines in the dreary waste of oom- 
monpla<K> that has some felicity of diction. Cottle bad mined 
the effect of the musical couplet— 

** The willowy brook was there, but that sweet sound— 
When to he heard again cm earthly ground T” 

by adding the feeble linea — 

** (While sorrow gave th* involuntary tear), 

Had oeaaed to vibrate on our IVdening ear.** 

tWTTKn CLXXIX (p. 28).— Cottle's RaR if Oaimbrim, in 
twenty- four books, was published in 1811. 

Afi^ing you ahirtUd wriU Mttimi I/ord Byr^ OotHebiil 
evidently infWmed Lamb of his “ Eapoetnialioiy SpieHe ^ 
liord Byron "—composed and pnbtiahed after tiie pnblimita ef 
the first two cantoe of Xkm Jmm, Of ibia effbaioii, la ibynwd 
coapletil, the following few Base may be given ae a idr 
•aaiple 

**8i»k, but not loit» from dreams of death ariae I 
Ho kagm tempi Um intieaoa of 11m 
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Ootdmt with tttan of lilood, to ftowniag Heom 
The fool pOTTmioa of Bit taleoti giToo t 
Betntoo fooUtopt ! Sre the wish be vain 
Bring back the erring thousands in thjr train I 
Let none, at death, despalHng ehaige on thee 
Their blasteil peace, in shnddering agony I 
Their prop^ their heart's last solaM, rent away 
That one long ndght might quench their Per/ict Ikng,' 

Listtkr OLXXX (p, 29).— William Wordsworth, the thii4 
son of the poet, had just come to the school of the Ohiurter House 
in London, and on this Wedneaday^alf-holiday the Lambs had 
asked him to dinner. 

A certain pre/fioe about imagination. The allusion is to 
Wordsworth’s own lines in ** The Leech-Oatherer," cited by him 
in the Preface to the 1815 edition of his Poems : — 

** liike a sea-beast crawled forth, that on a shelf 
Of rock or sand reposeth, there to snn itself.” 

It is perhaps im^iertinent to call attention to the exquisite 
allusion to the poet having "ever been on Westminster Bridge.” 

Lkttrr OLXXXI (p. 31).— <$bins of Lloyd's lines on you. 
The "Stahzas 'addmsm to v * in Lloyd’s Iksultory 
Thoughts in London^ written this year. 

Capd Lf^s, A sonnet dated from Uanohostor and signed 
C» L. had just appeared in a newmper. 

Your fnarin/s sotmst was Coieiidge’s sonnet, "Fancy in 
Hubibue— a sonnet composed on the sea coast,” which appeared 
in BUsdcwoods Uagamns of November 1819. The atlusion 
" about Browne "lam entirely unable to explain. It is perhaps 
insccumtelj transcribed from the original letter. 

Lsiters CLXXXm and CLXXXIY (p. 38).-Theie letters 
were first printed in Mrs. Mathews’s Memoir of her Husband 
In 1839 (toL iii. p. 192). As th^ imply, Charles and Mary 
Iamb him been invited to meet Charles Mathews, the elder, 
and hia wife at the Gillmans. Mra. Mathews gives an account 
of the ^liitier, from which the following aketeh of Lamb's 
outward man is worth preserving : — " Mr. Iamb's first approach 
was not pcapossessing. Hia fignre was small and mean ; and 
no man osrSrinlj waa over leas beholden to his trilor. Hia 
new suit of black cloth (in which he afieeted seveml 
rimes during the day to take grmt pride, and to ehetlrii as a 
novslty that ho had long looked for and wanted) was drrily 
oontiaatid with hia oory rooty sUk otoddogs, shown fhRm hm 
hn sss, and his much too largo (hsek riioos wUhout poBiln His 
lidfi tejoiesd In a wida ilLplidtod MI sad his rsry imki 
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wikito neckclot}) was hemmed to a fine point at the ends 
that formed port of the little bow. Hie hair was black and 
sleek, bat not formal, and hie face the gravest I ever saw, bat 
indicating great intellect, and resembling very much the portraits 
of King Charles L Mr. Coleridge was very anxiona aoont his 

e ft LamVs first impression upon my husband, which I bef^ve 
is friend saw ; and guessing that he had l^n eatolled, he 
mischievously resolved to thwart his paneg 3 ni 8 t, disappoint the 
strangers, and altogether to upset the suspected plan or showing 
him olf/* 

Ma^r Mathew^ a character in Ben Jonson's Every man 4n 
hie ffumour, 

Lottbh CLXXXV (p. 88).— Mr. Collier had published in 
1820 his ** Poetical Decameron : or, Ten Conversations on English 
Poets and Poetry, particularly of the reigns of Elizabeth and 
James 1/' ; and this is the work now acknowledged by Lamb. 
The discoveries about Twelfth Night were only as to tbe ornrin 
of the plot being found in a novel by Bamaby Rich, the 
reference to the comedy and Its performance at the Temple in 
Mannlngham*8 Diary, had not as vet been discovered by Mr. 
Collier. I^amb's allusion to Osrades is very curloua 1 feci 
no doubt that this is what ha wrote in the letter^ and that 
it was hia imperfect recollection of the actual name, Roaader, 
the character corresponding to Shakspeare's Orlando in Lodge's 
JUmlind, the novel on v^ich Sbaupeare built bis Ai rtm 
XAke JU The speech of Rosader in addressing the Duke md 
company in the forest is one of those cited by Mr. OolUiv 
(vol. ii. n. 174). It begins Whatsoever thon be that art 
maister of these luatie squires, 1 aaluta thee ae graciouslv as a 
man in extreme distreeee may : knows that I and a fellow meiid 
of mine are here femlshad In the forreet for want of food : perish 
we must, unless relieved by thv lavouit." 

The ekoroefer of ihe Am. A dxteenth century tract entitled 
**Tbe Nobleness of tbe Aai," discussed by Mr. GclHer^s three 
** Friends in Coundl,** is here referred to (i 168). Lamb con* 
tributed a abort notica it to hia feiand Hone's Emry JDsf 
ifeoA. See Jfrs. School, et^pw 268. 

The line you cannot eygenpHaU. line wai^ 

** And weep the moia because I weap la vain 
from Chay's sonnet on the death of hia fHend West 

Tm wiU find het enem hut erne, Morton, one Uw 
iqiaakera in Mr. OolHera Zheemmen, tmtancei Sir F. Sidney 
m an epitaph written on him by Btr Walter Raleigh, la whi^ 
according to Harriiigtoii, he is ealled *'The Seipio and Ilka 
INrtii^ of our tim^* 

Lsma CLKKKYI (p. m Tim «*beaiitiM linea*' iM 
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nUtfred to wm • om of towoo pabHsltod in the JCmdsuk 
Mtiatadm for Anguot 18S1, ai^ed ** Olen.** Tiiognasreontitlad 
** matlo to Elia : sogmted by bis Essay * Molls at^o Akoatom* 
on Aow Year's Bve/' Lamb's easav bad apiiesred in tbs 
number of the Msaazine for the preceding January. See Mtmp$ 
of JSlta, pp. 87 and 885. The poem was a grare proieit against 
de^ndent and sceptical tone of Lamb's i^wcnlatim on 
a fatnre state of being. It is too long to give in its sntirsbr, 
eztan^Ung to nearly two hundred lines, but an extract ittay 
cited in proof of the eloquent earnestness of the tnmonstranSS. 
Speaking of the vagueness of LamVs imaginings of the life to 
come, the writer goes on 

**Nof never dream it: 

If thou but think this error, O jedeem it 
The same that shadowed the green, leafy dells, 

And gave them music sweeter than thy bdU, 

Has famished out thy Heaven by the sweet name 
Of Paradioe, And thou, too, art the eame : 

The toul that revelled in thy Burton's page 
Shall be alive with thee ; the bard and sage 
Thou lovedst here, they wait but thy arrival ; 
l^y death 4iall be a sleep, a self-sui^val. 

Yea, thon shalt stand in pause when thou hast set 
Thy foot upon heaven's threshold, and beget 
. Bflhoed remembrances of forms and times, 

Qreetinga and partings in these earthly cllmei : 

And there shall come a rush upon thy brain 
Of reoolleeted voices, a sweet pain 
Of sudden recognition ; gentle stealings 
Of wakened memory— volnptnons feelings, 
Pteasurea and kiaset, that ihall make thee start 
At thy own conaciousnesa, and own, 7%ou art** 

Lamb, it wUl be seen, coi^ecturad that the lines mh^t be by 
James Montgomery. They were by the late Sir Charles Elton, 
of devedon Court, a frequent contributor at that time to the 
Imdm and were induded by him in a volume, JEKey* 

he^ rmd oUur PotmM, published in 1885. 

Tms letter Is doubly iatereeting, as revealing the origin of 
Lamb*e famone aignatiurs. There ie no enAcIrat reason for 
Mpporing Lamb's ex{danatton fietitioos; and Mr. liOwaU's 
emiSie^tire that Lamb owed it to the SMMm SihMm» of 
Jamae Howell cannot aeriondy be cnteita&ed. 

Lsrrxn CLXXAVII (p. 85).--Tbe Siet of a aeiiea of hAtmi 
to Cowdan Ctorke, wbidi Mta. Cowden CSaike has moat hfaidto 
at my di^maal It need hardly be eaplaiiied tlmt Mii^ 
Ctorim wee n daughter of Yincent Kovello. Lamb wee priig 
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jnsl AO# Is oosstry lodgings at DalatoA, and was not within 
mif fOidi of Xjeigh Hunt at Hampstead. 

Lnmn CLXXXVIII (p. 87).— The first akotoh of the 
fSamoWs ** Roast Fig" Essay, which appeared in the Xenden 
Magm^ of the following September. 

IiirmR CLXXXIX (p. 89 ). — Poor John*s loss. LamVa elder 
brother, John, had died in the November of the previous year. 
Ohpbdn Humey died in the same month. 

The fovi enehanUr **UUer8 four do form hie name*' 

The ouotation is from Coleridge's poem, ** Fire, Famine, and 
Slac^ter," where it is a paraphrase for Pitt. Here it is cer- 
tainly intended for Joseph Hume, who had already established 
his finite as an Boonomioal Reformer, and who the year before 
had cut down the salaries of the Distributors of Stamps, which 
directly affected Wordsworth. 

Bukraeu is the name of an enchanter in the Fairy Queen, 
Hume was enga^ in attacking the salaries, pensions, and 
superannuation luiowanoes of the public service generally. 

union hangt over my fre-eide. The portrait of Milton had 
oome into Lamb's possession through the death of his brother 
John. • 

My moeHng wUh Dodd. See the Essay on Some of the Old 
Aotors,*' then just printed in the London, The fortunes of 
this inaffaxine were already waning. 

At this juncture I may print a short letter of Lamb to 
Godwin, as yet unprinted, wnudi came into my hands too late 
for insertion in the text : — 

** InUa Boirn, AprU 18, 1822. 

**Dear Qodsrin — f cannot imagine how yon, who never In 
TOUT writings have expremed yourself disresp^tfolly of any one 
but your ILiker, can nave rivemwffenee to Kickman. 

** ! have written to the Nnmbmor of the People to lak when 
it will be convenient to him to be at home to Mr. Booth. I 
think it probable ho may be ont of town in the Parliamentary 
rsosii^ bat doubt not of a speedy anewer. Pray rstom my 
reoogttiUon to Mr. Booth, ftom whoie oxeelhmt Tablea of In* 
ionst 1 daily receive inexprsssible olBdil fiboUities. 

Tome ever, 

••C, Ljimb.** 

Limn CXCl (p. 41).-*-Jclui dare (17984884). the eon ef 
an egrienitttral labonrer in Korthamptonshirs. He hed pnb* 
Haiiiid, throngh Taylor and Hess^, Aem$^ dsnmMse gf MmU 
lAmdSmmys etid later in the sanw year (mIx ffhe 
JAmlroi; sNid ocher Pmmn Thtee am the volmne^ donhMm 
whieli am aeknevlediid In thie lettm. Cfiam'e veme apppmn 
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ftom time to time in llie Jkmdm Magaatim^ Hiron^w^lob eon* 
^Mtion be and Lamb had become acquaint^ 

The ** sonnet^' in the Ltmdom for Augoat referred to bylaonb 
tree nnslgited. 

SUm I mw gou I have hem in Fromm* Charlea and ICary 
Lamb left London' in the middle of Jane for a Miday iu 
Parii. They were for a while the gneeta of Jamea Kenn^, the 
draraatiaty at Veraailtse. From an entry in Crahb ]^lmiaon*a 
JHary we learn that they travelled in company with a Frei|^ 
gBiitleman, and a nano for Mtaa Lamb, in readineaa for any 
ntnm of her beqncnt illnoaa. €harloa Lamb wee abaent a 
month, bat Mary Lamb remained at the Kenneya aome time 
longer, returning to England on the 30th of Sej^mber. Alee 
aabeeqnent letters to Mrs. Kenney and to Barron Field. 

> liKTrSK CXCII (p. i^)* ^Bernard BarUm* This is the 
earliest of the interesting scries of letters to the (Quaker miet, 
of Woodbridge, in SuffollL Mr. Barton was clerk in the Bank 
of the Messrs. Alexander in that town. He was a oontribntor 
to the London MaqaaiiUy and Lamb had first root him at the 
hospitable table of the imblishers, Meatrs. Taylor and Heaaey, 
whe were in the habit of gathering their staff togethar at 
periodibal^inners. On one of these occasions Lamb had spoken 
^yfhlly of the inconsistency of a member of the Society of 
Friends writing poetiy, and out of a friendly remonstrance in 
reply there aroee a correspondenee, long oarried on with the 

r test satlsiaction to both. For fultw information about 
Barton, I wonld refer to the short biography of him 
nreftxod to a eelection of his poems pqhli^ea after his 
death in 1849. The memoir, a mrfect model in style and 
Ming of what such a thing should, be, it by the late Edward 
fitigMd, who married Mr. mrtoa's onlir daoghter and child. 
**9a]poleon,** with other poema was the tnlrd Tolume of verse 
pttbliahed Hr. Barton. It had inst before appeared. The 
sonnet here quoted is of oooree LamVs own. 


taerm, OXCIII (p. 44). Tliis letter has never been printed. 
The (widnal is in the poswMsion of my friend* Mr. W. Jeffer- 
sen of Folkestone, whose mother was the od the letter, 
Mery Lmnb had apparently been asked to mino home a ctray 
wafaneoat of Crabb Bolnnaon'a tiiat he had left behind him in 
Fbcia The allnaicms to the cow and tlie canary bird are te 
eeitrin disturbers of Lunb's slm that exisfted at his Balston .t 
lodgtaia. little Sophy, a daugnter of the Keuneya, was one 
«f twlMisteni ; LamDoaUedhernis** little udlb.** IheiSuMofi 
t» the ilx|«aiee is sorely to the eld nuraety rhyme 

** I kfve a Mi q ienee^ pretty, pretty sfameaei^ 

1 M a sh^cnee dmim fhaa my IIAh^ 
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laarm CXOIY (p. 45).— The following independent acoonnt 
of the Tieit to Talme was supplied to me by the late 
Sdwnid Fltagerald;— ** Lamb was staying at Pans with Kenn^« 
when Talma innted them, with Howara Payne, to oome and 
see an original picture of Shakspeare on an old of bellows 
which he had purchased for a thousand francs, and which 
prored to be a well-known imposture, of whi<^ the great 
tragedian had recently l)ecome the Tictim. Afker admiring his 
snpposed acquisition, the party announced their intention of 
semng him that evening in the play of JUgtdus, and iniited 
him to sup with them afterwirda, to which he assented. Lamb, 
however, could not at all enter into the spirit of French acting, 
and in his general distaste made no exception in favour of his 
intended guest. This, however, did not prevent their mutual 
and high relish of each other’s character and conversation, nor 
was any allnsion made to the performance, till, on rising to go, 
Talma inquired 'how ho likea it?* Lamb shook bis bead and 
smiled. *Ah !* said Talma, * I was not very happy to-nigbt; 
you must see me in Sylla ,* — * Incidit in Scyllam,’ said Lamb, 

* qul vult vitare CharyMim. * — * Ah ! you are a rogue — a great 
ro^e,* said Talma, shaking him cordially by the hand as they 
parted." The Shakspeare portrait imposture is exposed in an 
article in Chamben*$ JaurtuU of 27th September lS56, "The 
Apocryphal in Portraiture." 

Lamn’s description of Paris in this letter may well be supple- 
mented by a few notes written for his dstaris guidance after his 
own return to England. He advises her to walk along the 
" Borongh-side of Uie Seine," where she would find a mile and 
a half of printshops and b^kstalls. *' Then there is a jdact 
where the Paris people pat all their dead people, and bring 
them fioweis and dolls and gingerbread^nuts and sonnets and 
such trifles ; and that is all, 1 think, worth sering la Big^t% 
except that the streets and sh^ia of Paris are tiimselTes the 
best sight." 

Lxmn CXCTF (p. 47).-— r<mr faster MdjwM Theooem 
sent was Bsmard Barton*a "Vetaea on the Heath of mer 
Byaahe Shelley," just issued in pamplilet idiape. Shellev baa 
perished on the dth of July in tins year. The line taken m the 
poem was natuially one of solema lamentaHon over the tttthappw 
principle of the late poet 

* Inrrrin CXOYl (|k 4 $).— Iber Cfedwfn. ^*The peonniaiy 

trouhlea already mentioiiM aasumed no serious form tiU the 
ymt 1921, nor did any real criris arrive tiU the year 192R The 
titla to the mtmrieloi^ the honae in Slmnner Strasli ol 
whieh Oodwitt held a long leaser wia dii^M^i «nd<«n aem 
for ijaetmant was hm|^ agjsinst hint Alim oonsidoMhIa 


the mdt wu finally dacidad miremif to Oodwin*t 
i&teraeta TIm xmlta were an enforced mqire fim Skinner 
Streep a claim for anean of rent, whiidi wee who&y unlocked 
foTt the dieozganiaation of the whole of the bneineM which had 
been carried on with conaideraUe and increaaiiig anooeta, and 
fiiudly Godwin became bankrupt**— (Kegan Faiil% 

Q<tdwi», kit Friends and Oonkmporaries,) 

Lbttkb CXCVIIl (p. 49).— The first of a short series «f lettera 
to John Howard Payne, the American actor and playwri^t 
These letters appeared first, with comments by mx, R. 8. 
Chilton, in the uentury Mag^ne for October 1882. Td Mr. 
Chilton and the Editor 1 am indebted for their kind permiadon 
to use them. Mr. Payne lived much in Faria, where preamn- 
ably Lamb made hie acquaintance during hia recent rlilt 
Payne had a career of great pover^ and struggle, but later in 
life was made United States Consul at Tunis, where he died in 
1882* Among hia many dramas was Clari, the Maid qf 
Milan, in whi^ occurs the famous *'Uome, sweet Home,** set 
by Bishop. Lamb's letters to him deal cniefly with some of 
Payne's ammas then being performed in London. The *Mittle 
wild ** at Vemailles ia the Sophy Kenney of a preceding letter to 
Mra. Keimey. 


Littxb CC (p. 52).— Thejproposed Dedication was for the 
first eoUected editiott of the Mia Essaiys, published early in the 
following year. It was, in accordance with Lamb'e ''second 
Ihoiq^ts'^hers explained not ultimately need. The "sort of 
iVefaoe ** which appeared in the forthcoming number was the 
"Character of the late Elia,** by a Friend. 

LKTTBa COl (p. 53).— Mr. Walter Wilson, an early friend 
of Laittb*% was engaged^^n a life of De Foe, and had written 
to Lamb for gnidanoe. Wilson's Memoirs the L^e and Timas 
ef IkmM Ds Fos appeared in 1829. Lamb snpplied to the 
work an " Estimate ofDe Foe's Secondary Kovels,^ which is, in 
foci, an eipanded version of the ciitimsm oontained in this 
letter. See Mrs, Lsieester^s School, etc. etc., p. 804. 


Lirnui CCIII (p. fifi).— I have included this fragment of a 
letter (here placed by accident out of its due order), becauee 
all Lamb's q^ions or contemporary poetty are worth preserv- 
ing. Wordsworth's "Duddon" eomiets W been pAllihed 
ttue year, end with them "Dion,** "Artegsl end l^nre," 
"The Paae of Kirkstone," " The Longest Day," and others. 

X«rrwi OCIV (pu 57).— This lettm- wee written to Miae 
Weidmrcrth, then on a virit to her hiwther, the Milter of 
Trinf ly, at Csmbridge. 
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Mymmym^t^^eeiUaUoni, The memomble Smv oh ** Kew 
'' TeifY Wiether the reference to the mtiior of the 

TUamm Bttfpt means that Lamb now belie?ed the Unec 
sUmed *^01en** to haye been bv the p<^ Campbell, is nnoer- 
wsk, Fossiblj it is only a nlayfol allusion to ms lumng him* 
ndf not ittdnl^ in these ** Pleasures in the eimy in question. 

Mrt, Paris, our Oarnbridge friend. Mrs. Paris, mother of 
the eminent physician of that name, was the sister of LamVs 
friend Ayrton. It was at her house that the Lambs first ma^ 
the acquaintance of Emma Isola. 

Lkttbk CCV (p. 69).— Tfie first of a series of letters to Mr. 
John Bates Dibdin, now for the first time printed. Mr. 
Dibdin was bom in 1798, and died on May 11, 1828. He was 
the eldest son of Charles Dibdin the Younger, author of 
Toung Arthur, and of innumerable plays, poems, songs, etc., 
and a grandson of Charles Dibdin, the nautical song-writer 
and composer. John Bates Dibdin held a clerkship in the 
office of Messrs. Railton, Rankin, and Co., Merchants, in the 
Old Jewry. He for several years edited the European Magt^ 
tine. He went to Madeira m the hope of re-i^stablishing his 
health, but shortly after his return to England died of con> 
sumption. 1 am indebted for this information to hi| nephew, 
Mr. Robert W. Dibdin, who has most kindly placed tbe oi^ual 
letters in his possession at my disposal To him 1 am fhrther 
obliged for tno following interesting account of Lamb*8 in- 
troottotion to his uncle. The account is mainly in the words 
of a sister of John Bates Dibdin who survived him tiU ^uite 
recently. It ftilly explains the allusions in the present lettsn 
Miss Dibdin (Mrs. Tonna), after mentioning that sne had visited 
Lamb at Islington, writes :~»**My brother, who took me ths««, 
had become very intimate with him, after a previously some- 
what long acquaintance. He jras himself engiged In tlto 
dty, and had constant ocoasiou to conduct the gmng or taking 
ofohequea, as it might be, at the India Bouat. lliere m 
always selected the Mlttle dever man* is pceDsiesoe to the 
other derks. At that time the Elw Emm$ were appearing in 
f^nh No one had the allg^toat conoepoos who *£lia* was* 
He was talked of everywhere, and eveiybidy was trying to find 
him out, but without suocees. At laid; from the style and 
manner of conveying his id«aa and opinions on aiffiMcanA 
aalfiecti, my hiotner began to suspect that Lamb waa die 
inmvidiial eo widely sought for, and wrote some linee to 
anonymously, sending them by post to his residence, witit lie 
hope of aifriiig him on the sabje^ Although Lemb eottid met 
hnm who eent him the Hnee, yet be koked very held el w 
wiitir of them the next time tliiy met, when he walked Sf; M 
ns^ to LamVi desk in the most uneonoeraed rnaime? to 



tMiiMot thtt naocNMuy ImdiMM. Sbortljr wlifla l|b«^ 
wen egein, la oonveimtioB, waaetihiBg dnqvped Ibm Xa«il»% 
Upt waidb oonTiaoad his hstm*, be;]^d a doah^ that hk 
snqsioioiui wars oorrect. He thersfore wit^ soma aiore Unas 
(anoajmoiiidy, at befors), bc^^iaaiag— 

' l'v« found thae out, 0 Elia !* 

and tent them to Cokbrook Row. The oonsequenoe was that 
at thdir next meatiiig Lamb prodnoed the Iinat» and idtsr mqoh 
laughing, confessed himself to be Slia* This led to a waiha 
friendsl^ between them.** « 

The present letter was evidently written by Lamb on the 
occasion of this mutual disclosnre. Mr. Diudin had dgned 
his poetic appeals to Klia with only the letter ** D/* LaroVs 
assumption that his new friend’s Christian name was Timothy 
iS| of course, purely gratuitous. 

Litter CO VI (p. 60). —Mr. Bruton was a fanner in Hert* 
fordshire, and a distant connection by marriage of Lamb. See 
letter of Lamb to Manning, May 1819, **How are my cousins, 
the Oladmans of Whoathamstead, and fanner Bruton t Mrs. 
Bruton is a glorious woman.’’ These presents of pig were 
among the^hTst fhilts of Lamb’s famous essay in the Lomdon of 
September 1822. 

Leitke CCVII (p. 61). — While Mr. Barton’s poetical 
labours affected his heuth, the first success of them for a time 
disooncarted him with his clerkship; though neither injured 
health, nor hope deferred, ever overshadowed his social good 
kniDoiur, or diacovered themselves in repining: nay, he even 
Ijiought of quitting the hank and Wooduridge alto^her, sod 
ImsUng to bis Ttett for subsisteoce ; an unwise sebeme in idl 
most unwise in one who had so little authorly tset as 
hitti^. From this, however, he was fortunately diverted by 
all the friends to whom he communicated bis desi^ ” {Memoir^ 
by Rdwatd Fitsgerald). 

LnTERCK)lX(p. 61}.— .Srewea. W. SeweB’s JSTiifofy ^ file 
aiwfctf^l726. 

.dMmswg ffiMorp. Sara Colerid^ published in 1828 a 
tnnslatiou m Martin Dobriaboffer’s Citiu AeamiU tf ik$ AH- 
finm, a petfermanee, ia her fotber’s judgmeat, **uttsarpiaied 
for pm mother SngUsh by anythiag I Have read for a long 

Hmg.** 

^ fhee. The Bor. John Mitfofd, Sisior of 

MlEhall, Buffolht poet and editor of poits^ a aefolilMMi 8 e 4 
ittllaMie ftfond of fiemid Baitoa. 
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liiTTiE CbXI (n. 67 ).— ^11 edUkrn if **Mmma,** In On 
Prologat thftt Lamb wrote to Oodwin'f play of FemOmm te 
1807» lie allnded to the ciremnetanoe of Godwin b^ng indolM 
to Xte Foe'a iteseatui. See Mn. Leieedei^t Sehooit etc., p. S71» 
and Kegan Paul's Lfe of Oodunn, iL 162. 

WJio toroU ** Quart. The authorship of PhU^ Quart it 
stOl, 1 belioTei undetermined. 

LarraB CGXII (a ZeUer to an Old CfenOman 

Vfhm oducalion had been neglected,'^ This jm d’ esprit of Lamb's 
was ultimately published i/i the London Magazvne of Jsnuaiy 
1825. See Mrs. LeiceetePs Sehoolt etc., p. 250. 

I took up SeoU. CriticcU Easays on the English Poets, by 
John Scott, the Quaker poet of Amwell. 

I dined in Parnassus. An account of this dinner is given 
by Thomas Moore in his Journals. Moore gives April 4 as the 
date of the dinner, so Lamb's date is one of his not uncommon 
slips. Moore writes: — ** Dined at Monkhonse's, a gentleman 
1 had never seen before, on Wordsworth's invitation, who lives 
there when he comes to town. A singular narty->-k7oleridge, 
Wordsworth and wife, Rogers, Charles Lamb (the hero at present 
of the London Magasine), and his sister (the poor woman who 
went mad with him in the Diligence on the way to BSaris), and a 
Mr. Robinson, one of the minora sidera of the constellation of 
the Lakes. . . . Charles Lamb, a clever fellow certainly, but full 
of villainous and abortive puns, which he miscarries of every 
minute'* (Moore’s Journals, ir. 51). 

Lsttee CCXUl (p. 70).— Jfy lUtle book. The Hat aerie* oi 
Elia (1828). 

l%s Quaker ^ioident. Bee Xiaay on Imperfect Sympathtes^’ 
(Elish p. 70). 

The diseopsry of roasting pigs. Sea also note* on this epay 
in my edition of Elia, p. 405. 

Sis friend Naulor. Jamw Naylor, one of the most tenalteal 
of the disciplp of George Fox ; ahameteUy peiteettted by oxdex 
of the Parliament in 1656. 

Bom did you like Barilefe mmnetsf Hartley Coleridge had 
pnbtiahed in the Lomden Maasaim fyt February his eariieet 
sonnets, those addteseod to hu frisnd Robert Jameson. The 
fiiet of these, here referred tob is the one beginning— 

** When we were Idlefe with the loitering riUa.” 

See Hartley Coleridge** JPmms, LB. 

Iberfemedasealefaffiend, The friend was Baivon IMd. 
Thektter tetlie**|n*tiiHHi**waate Wnltp Boott» on sse** 
•ion of tlm ^»ped of Godwin. 
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hmm OOXVI (n, 74).— Tour preebmi prmni, A mMar 
ture of Pop6» which Proctor had mt him. 

I ham dined wUh 7*. Moore, Se« preceding letteiv p. 62. 

Lvttkr CCXVII (p. 75). — Written to Him Hutohioeon 
(Mrs. Wordsworth’s sisterh who was taking charge of an invalid 
relative, Mrs. Monkhouse, at Ramsgate. Lemb^ grave aocnsa- 
tions against his sister's penmanship are merely nlayfnl. 
Koto the delightful strokes of humour in this and the foilowii^ 
letter — ‘‘Time” (as was said of one of us) '‘toils after us m 
vain." Johnson's lino on Shakespeare— ** Panting Time toiled 
after him in vain.'* 


LrrmR CCXVIII (p, 77 ).— leUer to the old amUomam, 
—The parody on Do Quiiicoy's Letters to a Young Man whose 
ISdueation has been Neglected. Soo previous letter to Rarton 
of 5tli March. 

I fMss Janus , — "Janus Weathercock," the now notorious 
Thomas Griffiths Wainewright (the forger and {xiisoner), had 
been on the regular staff of tno London Magazine. 


Lfitir CCXXI (p. 79).— This fragment of a letter to Charles 
Ui^^d was Jirst printed in the volume of Barton's Ixstters 
and Poems alreafly referred to. Lamb's letter was written to 
XJoyd on occasion of receiving from him a fresh volume of 
his poeriy : PoemSt by Charles Lloyd : London, 1823. Among 
them are "Lines, written Feb. 6, 1822, on the death of Mary 
14<^d, Mother of the Author"; "Stanzas on the Death of 
Mmiy Braithwaite, the third Sister of the Author ’’ ; and others. 


LsiTaa CCXXn (p. 80 ). — I abused HasUngs. The Elia 
Eniay "The old Margate Hoy" was written during l^amb's 
•^um at Hastitig:), and puldished in the London Magazine 
of this very month, July 1823. In the coarse of that essay he 
had, as he says, "abased Hastings." Readers of Elia will 
remember the passage about "this detestable Cinque Port" 
Hntj as will be seen, Lamb came to change his iminion of its 
menta. The small country church, here describea, is the little 
chnndi of Hollington, a mile or two out of Hastinga It evi- 
dently inspired Lamb's fancy in a wonderful di^ee. He recurs 
to the subject in more than one letter of this pmod. 

Southey hasatiaehed " Elia. "—See chap, vii of my Memoir qf 
tomb in Uie Men of Letters Series. Sontbey’s article appeared 
la the Quarterly for January 1828. The Elia Essay "On 
Witches and other Night Fears " was the one specially chosen 
by Sotithey to point hm morsL 


tiKtrmSi COXXIV (p. 88).— rour AM sonnet. What sonnsl 
thli could have been I do not know, Baiioii had publisHbi a 
T0L M. Y 
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•cmiiet to B&i in the London of the preTioiu Fetmufy, 
ginniiig— 

** Delightful author 1 unto whom 1 owe 
Moments and moods of fancy and of feVig.** 

Barton included it in his volume Poetic Vigils in 1824. It 
embodies some discriminating criticism. 

Mr, Caryy the Dante-man. — ^The first mention in these letters 
of the Rev. H. F. Cary, the translator of Dante, and a frequent 
oontrihutor to the London Magcaine, He had a residence at 
the British Museum as Aj^istant-Keeper of Printed Booka 

Lkttku OCXXV (p. 84). — Hood was at this time on a visit 
to Hasting for his health. Lamb, who had himself been there 
lately, wntcs to instruct his friend as to seeing the lions, among 
whicn the littlo church at Holliu^n again appears. The 
reference to Standgate Street is simply a practical joke. There 
is no such street in Hastings, and though great ebangw have 
been made in the nomenclature of streets and roads ^in that 
town, the oldest inhabitant can recall no such name. 

** He sang in meads.'* — The source of this picturesque couplet 
is as yet unknown to me. 

Tom Woodgaie was a boatman at Hastings, nnd4r whose care 
Hood often enjoyed a sail. See the ** Literary Reminiscences’' 
in Mood' 9 Own. ‘*OId Lignum Jauua" in the opening of this 
letter would appear to be a Latin alternative for oim. 

Lkttbk CCXXVII (p. 85 ). — Yowr ** Stansas on Bloam^dd**' 
This poem hod been sent to Lamb on its apjiearanoe m the 
columns of a Iwml pa{>er, and when it was next printsed iit 
Barton’s Poetic Vigils (1824) it was with certain momficatioiis. 
That word ** Hotkey,” for instance, which is the Si^olk name 
for the Harvest Supper, had dUsappeared (probahly in defesenee 
to IjamVs objections), and the stanxa in which it occurred was 
recast ^ as to admit of ** Harvest- iioiiie** instead. 

How hapj^g fou have hrought in Ms wi^mls.^ 

** Citeling the dkf (M Tedds «mnd, 

Whose moral worth thy measure owns. 

Heroes end harotnes yet are fisaud 
Like if deer and the Widow Jones. 

There Gi^sH Mddrum's sterner tones 
In virtae*e eaaae are bold and free. 

And ae^a the patient sufhner’a moeni 
la paiu end sorrow plead for thee.^ 

PmsdUaieaUUsrioS, imihe London-^ThofmonnU^ 
Southey aiqmsred in the foBowing month. 



nojxB. in 

Uirm CCXXX Dibdia lud aeiit hmh » 

•tteldng pig (yet another reenlt of the memorable etaay), end 
witli it a nmmatore aemblauoe of a pig worked in aann and 
straw. W 

Sir (as / my to Southey ).— reference to the solemn and 
formal opening of his letter to Scuthey in the current number 
of the JLondon Magazine, 

ixvTKA CCXXXI (p. 89 ).— kindness ^ yam mUh' We 
cannot but regret that this reply of Southey’s has not surrired. 
The ** Confeesions of a Druukara ” v/g& a l>aner of lismb’s con- 
tributed some years before to a compilation t>y Basil Montagu, 
celled ** Some Enquiries into the Effects of Fermented liquors. 
By a Water Drinker.’* In the Quarterly for April 1888 
appema4 an article on Dr. Reid’s treatise on **Hy|^hon- 
driasis and other Nervous Affectlona” These ” Confessions of 
a Drunkard ” were there referred to as ** a fearful picture of the 
eonseqnences of intcuiiterauce,” which the reviewer went on to 
say we have reason to know is a true tale.” 

Lkttee OCXXXIl (p. 90).— Thou unit m a funny passage. 
See the Elia Essay Amicus Redivivus," and my notm there- 
upon, in Mi0f pp. 281 and 418. 

Luttee CCXXXI V (p. 98). — Mr. W. Harrison Ainsworth, 
the future novelis^ is here addressed. He must have lent Lamb 
the works of William Warner, the Klirabethan poet, author of 
Albion's England. The only English version of Goethe’s Faust 
as then accessible was Hay want's. 

Ainsworth, a youth of eighteen, was as yet residing at Man- 
chtster, where his father was a solicitor. He came up to London 
in the following year. 


CHAPTER V. 

1824-1827. 

tiWiTEE CCXXXV1, (n. 96>— Thurtell, the notoHouamiuderer 
of Mr. William Wears, '^who lived in Lyon's Inn,” wss executed 
at Hertford on this day, it will be remembered that at his 
trial one of the witneasos enunciated the famous defiuitiou of 
RespaetabOity. See Oarlyla’a Works, passim. 

laetm OCXXXTII (p. 9S).—rour friend Taylor. Bw 
Rev. C, B« Tkvler, curate ox Ha^^eiglt, Snnolk, author of varkhta 
rriUitte atoriea, now Ibigotton. 

Tmsr emmrn hmdb-baUing. It had been propoasd io 
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•dmit JSKtt for ciTcolation in a Book dnb in Woodbiidg6» to 
wbifih Barton and other Friends belonged, with the reeuH here 
nieationed. 

*^thavt hem mwry onee or twice ere lunO.*' 

Haater Silence, in Henry tV, Part XL 

CoUridge'a Book, Aids to liefleditm^ published in 1825. 
It consuta largely, as will bo remembered, of passages from 
Iiei^ton*8 writings with Coleridge’s comments. 

The decieUm against Hwnt, The IdberaZ : Verse and Prose 
from the ShnUhf edited by JLeigh Hunt in Italy, contained in its 
opening number Byron’s “Vision of Judgment.” The Consti- 
tutional Association filed a criminal information in the King’s 
Bench for libel against John Hunt, the publisher. The case 
came on January 16, 1824, and the defendant was ultimately 
fined £100, and required to gire security for good behaviour 
for five years. 

Lkttkr CCXXXVIII (p. 100).—“ /nesifte, or the Tempter^' 
a stoxy by one of the brothers Ollier, who had published liimb’s 
collected works in 1818. 

I^EU CCXXXIX (p. 100).— “Pbrfic VigiU,** A volume 
of verse by Bernard Barton, then in preparation.* The motto 
finally chosen for the title*p^ was a stanza of Henry Vaughan, 
the Siluriit— 

Dear night ! this world’s defeat.” 

LUTTKa CCXL (p. 102).— In 1824, Mr. Fit^rald tells us, 
Barton “received a handsome addition to his income from 
another quarter. A few members of his Society, including 
some of tne wealthier of his own family, raised £1200 among 
them for his benefit. ... It seems that he felt some delicacy at 
first in accepting the munificent testimony which his own people 
offered to ms talente.” Lamlfs letter is in reply to one teom 
Barton, oonaulting him on this matter. Lamb, it will be aeen, 
overstates the amount contributed. 

Lama CCXLII (p. 104).— This interesting letter is now for 
the first time printed correctly, fh»m ^ origfMliii the poses'^ 
rion of Hr. B. M*Qeofge of Glasgow, who kbdly plaoed it at 
my disposal. The letter aroee out vM the following drcnip' 
stenoei. James Montgoroery, the poet, had this year etlited a 
volume of original proas em verse, setting forth the wrongi 
and sufferings of the little ehimnev-tweepers, for whose relief a 
Society bad been for oome time labonring. The volume was 
euUtl^ The ChdmmoyHwmftnfe Friemd, and CHmidny^Boffs 
AWam, Lamb had b^ ianted to contribute a poem, but not 
fittdittg time or iuspimtion, eent instead Blake's ver ses ^ **The 



Ohiiiiii 07 «Sw«epef»^ then all Imt unknoim to tbo ordiatrv 
nftte <H poetiy. Thi^apMred in Montgoioonr'a volumo wita 
this keadtng, ** CkmimoQi^ted bj Mr. duurfm Lamb from 
s vory rare and oariotu little work,** the veiry rare Work being 
Blake’a Smp qf Innoeenee^ Bernard Barton, himself a vson- 
tributor to Montgomery's Alburn^ had there diseoveiod these 
verses of Blake's, and had written to Lamb to ask i^nestions 
eoneeming the writer of them. **Is Blake a real namsY" 
wmi evidently his wonder. It will be seen that even Lamb 
did cot know Blake’s Christian name. 

Ytrwr recent aequieUione of the Pktxere and the Zetter, Barton 
had received from some relatives at Carlisle a portrait of his 
father, which had greatly pleased him. Barton describes it iti 
a letter to his friend Taylor, included in Mr. Fitsgerald's 
Memoir, The picture of Lamb's father, here referred to, has 
been engraved in Mr. Ihw^tcr’s Memoir of hwmh, 

HU poems have been sold hitherto only in ManuseripL 
Lamb obviously means that the Songs of fnnoecnee were not 
printed, Imt engraved in writing<hand on the same plates as 
the drawings that illustrate them. As usual, Lamb was one 
of the fint to recognise gcuiius where the world in general only 
saw }*' sanity. ^ 

The So^y with the affected name. **The Society for 
Ameliorating the Condition of Infant Chimney-Sweepers” is 
the name of one Society, mentioned in Montgomery's book, 
having tills philanthropic object. 

So we haw lost amther Poet, Byron had died at Missolonghi 
on the IPth of ApHL 

LrrrKR CCXLIII (p. 106). — Fottr very pretty volume. 
Poetic VigiZSf now at last published (1824). 

You have done IPoolman injudiee. In some lines headfsl 
**A Memorial of John Woolmaii, a Minister of the Gospel 
among the Quakers,” written in anapaistic verse. 

The piece on MayUr. **K Memorial of James Naylor, the 
Ee|>toai^ and Glory of Qnakerism.” 

LatTxii CCXLIV (p. 107). — Yomg Arthur, A stoiy in 
venal hy Mr. Dibdin's father, Charles Dibdln the Yonnger. 
Mai^ of the interspersed lyrics am thoroughly graceful and 
musical. 

Just rdumedfrom Botany Bay. Barron Field had this year 
resigttod Ids post of Judge of the Supreme Court at Sydney, 
and rstiiriiod lo England. . 

lArmn CCXLY (n. 108).— Mr. Gary had sent Lamb his 
transhitiott ol the Biw of Aristophanes. 

tnrnEE OOXLVl (p. 108).— On petting a kemm omt ymat 
head, ** Now, too, after having long lived in a house thsi Wem 
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lost 1% enou^ to eat and sleep in, while he was oMigied to 
oeatd with the lailies of a Onaaer School over the wav, ^ 
obtained a convenient house of his own, where he got hm pie- 
tnres and hooks about him *’ (Fitzgerald's Memoir), 

The album eMl be attended to. The album of Lucy Barton, 
to which the poem given in the succeeding letter was contri- 
Imted. 

The ** rtonielheuSi'' unbound. Mr. Mitford, Barton's neigh- 
bour and friend, had written to a local bookMller for a copy 
of Shelley's Priyineiheua Unbound^ and after some delay had 
received the answer thats he was sorry the work was not to be 
obtained *‘in sbects." 

A Bonnet conceived and expresecd with a vHUy delimey, 
Shelley's lines hardly constitute a sonnet. Lamb refers to his 
** Lines to a Reviewer," beginning — 

” Alas ! good friend, what profit can you see 
III hating such a hatcless thing as me? 

There is no sport in hate where all the rage 
Is on one side," 

A futile effort in the itext Number, The beautiful E«^y, 
** BlaKesmoor in Hertfordshire," was in the London Mayaaine 
for dsptember 1824. e 

Lkttrr CCXLVII (p. 110). — These verses were headed, when 
sent III ibis letter, " In the Album of Hannah Barton." Lamb 
explains why be bad assumed that Christian name. 

Lrttkr CCXLIX (p. 118).— Mr. Procter (Barry Cornwall) 
was married to Miss Anne Skeppor, the step-oanghter of Basil 
Montagu, in October 1824. 

Lkttkk CCL (p. 114).— Mr. Monkhouse, a ocmsin of Mra 
Wordsworth's, was threatened with consumption, and had been 
ordered by his physicians fb winUir in Devonshire, Miss 
Hutchinson was staying at Torquay with the Monkhouses. He 
died early in the follomng year. 

Lmrua CCLl (p. 110).— Mr. Mitford's vases, which wem 
actually made in China and sent home, are now in the posse- 
sion of my friend Mr, W. Aldis Wrighl. 

Famuleroyt the memorable banker and forger, was executsd 
on November 80, 1824, 

LrrTRB CCLII (p. 118).— The >>ok, ttansformed by the 
scsvant-maid into Luster's Tables," was (as will easthr bo 
guessed) Intker^e TMtdatk. , 

Lsfrxii GCLUl (p. Himt was stiil his 

Csadly in Gioios, to the alluston m the last ssiituiees of to 
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klter. He did not return to Epffland tOl late in &e foUowitig 
year, 1S25* 

^noei^ ia Vlncenl KotoUo, Lamb probably wrote Im- 
heUa^ bat Mrs. |Torel}o*8 name was Mary Saiilla; Mr* Clark ^ 
waa Charlee Cowden Clarke, her son*in»kw. The va*ioua 
details respecting the Korello family are ^ro romaiioe. The 
reference to the qbite recent marriage of rrocter (iit October 
1824} further fixes the date of the letter. 

Irvinff has dedicated a hook to S, T. C, Irriug’s ** Aa^iver* 
sary Sermon of the I^ondon Missionary Society, preaclted at 
Whitfield's Tabernacle in May 1824, and pnblisbed with a 
Dedication to Coleridge. The following is an extract fh>in this 

Dedication ; ** When I state the reason to be that yott 

baxe been more profitable to my faith in orthodox doctrine^ to 
my spiritual nnaerstanding of the Word of God, and to my 
ri^t conception of the Christian Church, than any or all of 
the men with whom I have entertained friendship and conver- 
sation, it will perhaps still more astonish the mind and atagmr 
the belief of those who have adopted, as once I did myself, the 
misrepresentations which are purchased for hire and vended for 
a price concerning your character and works.” See Mrs. 
Olipliant's Z^e of Irving, vol. i. chap. ix. 

Li5TtKE*0CLy (p. 122).— TAc CAcssiod, a mock<herolc poem, 
by Charles Dibdin the Younpr. The simile of the charwoman 
Is a fair specimen of the whole, but {pace lAmb) is hardly up to 
the levnl of Hudihras. The volume sent was C&mie Tales and* 
Zyrieal Fancies; including The Chessiad, a mock-heroic, in 
cantos, etc. etc. (Lon£>n, 1828.) 

terTKE CCLVI (p. 123). — De Quineey's ** Parody*,** l4anb’i 

Letter to an old gentleman,” etc., already more than once 
referred to as a parody of De Qnincey's Letter to a Yamg Man 
whom JEdueation has been KegleUed* 

The **Homs*** A paper of Lamb'a, entitled **A Tiaion of 
HemA” rather |ioor and forced, and on a dubious sul^eet, 
wasprinted in the London Uagaxkne for this month. 

Tks Memoir of Liston, See Mrs, LeiceetePs School, etc., p. 
288. It appeared, as did also the Parody on De QnkMkey, in 
the Lmdon Motgaoine fqr January 1825. 

Jhe the neaet Number I fyfure as a Theologian / Lamb fmb* 
hihsd a short pafjer, ** Unitarian Protests,” directed against 
the coufonnily to Chnreh oaremoniea by his old friantw the 
Unitarians. 

/ kam lately picked up an epigram. The eplgnun in qiiee* 
thm was by Henry Man, one of the clerks in the Sontli Sea 
Honaf, when Lsmb first knew that Instltntioii. Lamh Miua 
to the two ** forgotten wdnmee” by Man, ia hie SHa Sway, 
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** BeoaUoctions of the Soatli Sea Honae.” Tbe Tolmnee wm 
pUbliilMKl in 1802 : Miaeellaneout Wwht in Ferae amd ftm q/ 
ike letU Umry Man. The epigram is there matu Ifaii was 
DepatF-SecreUry at the South Sea House in 1798. 

LrrTBE OCLVII (p. 124).— ugly paper, the 
of Homs ** before mentioned. 

** Dream on J. Bunyan.** Refers possibly to some linee by 
Barton on seeing a portrait of John Bunyan, which were iNrioted 
some time after in Minor's edition of the PUgrim*e Frogreae, 
with Southey’s Bio^aphy of the author. 

The aeeond Numoer. 08 the London Magaaine, New Series. 

The queen of the East Angles. Barton’s daughter, Lucy. 

Ligtter C5CLVIII (p. 125). — / eaw TuDUU yestemi^ 
Limb had been taking medical advice as to his qualifications to 
retire fh>m the India House, on the score of ill-health. 

Lettek CCLX (p. 127) — See Lamb’s Elia Essay. *’The 
Superannuated Man, and the notes thereon, in my emtion of 
Elia. The final release from his slavery came aTOut on the 
last Tuesday in March. Two medical men, Tuthill, and Cole- 
ridge's friend, Qillman of Highgate, gave him the necessary 
certificates. ^ 

Lkitbr CCLXl (p, 129).— 

" The little bird that winge the tky.** 

A random shot at Lovelace’s — 

** The birds that wanton in the air 
Know no such liberty." 

TtiU me how you like ** Barbara S.** See tliis essay in Elia 
yip. 272 and 416). It appears in the London for this month. 
The actual heroine of the story was Fanny Kelly. 

LwrrKU CCI^XIV (p. 182).— has Just Jinidied kie 
Prise Eseay. Refers to a pai^r by Coleridge, on Hoa Dromsihsm 
of ^schyltts, read before the Royal Society of litemture on the 
18th of May 1825. 

My **kiaim mmenm.** What FiOtfeftir colls this 
sumption of the purse." I^mb had iwfehred upon two-thirds 
of his salary ; hence the referenoe to his iiiWng ** thirds*" 

LimrsK CCLXY (p. 184).— Jf|f soar piUanoe in Iks London. 
The allttston is to the Elia EMsy, **Tlie Convalesoent," in the 
London Magasim tor this month. 

your book. Barton had smit Lamb his volume, Pams, by 
Bernard Barton, 1829, 2t ooiitaina "Meditations in 0i«it 
Bealings Chorthyird," and the other pteoei rsihned to 1^ 



KOXIS. 


hmh. It h dedicated in some i^atoar Hfies to Maria Hack« 
and tlie Tohnne itself opens with ** verses supposed to be 
written in a Bniiid-fi^nd belonging to the Society of Friends^** 
in which the ** baldness'* of the ground, as rc^pods sculp- 
^ured moniuneiit%" is apologised for. 

' Aime ICnighL . Mrs. Knight, a member of the Society of 
Friends, who kept a school at Woodbrid», was a dear and 
intimate friend ox Bernard Barton and his oaughter. 

On the seme day ou which this last letter was written^ Jjamb 
wrote another to Coleridge. The autograph is in the collktiwn 
of Mr. Alfred Morrison, by whose courteous penniasion I am 
enabled to pnbliah it here. The letter is in reply to one from 
Coleridge, first printed in the Literary Rennnisoences " in 
IfooiTt Oim, Coleridm had met with the Odes and Addresm ta 
Great People^ by Hoed and his brother-in-law, J. H. Reynolds, 
but published anonymously, and had conjectured from internal 
eyidenoe that the volume was by liamb. He wrote accordingly 
to tax Lamb with it **Yes, Master Charles," he writes, 
"you are discovered;" and he adds, *'the puns are nine 
out of ten good, the ^Newgatory,’ transcendent." To this 
Lamb retnmed the following reply, disclaiming the alleged 
oatl’orship: — 

• ** IslingUm^ July 2, 1S26. 

" Dear 0.— We are going off to Enfield, to Allsop's, for a day 
or two, with some intention of succeeding them in their lodging 
for a time, for this damned nervous fever (vide LofiUkon Ptagattne 
for July) indisposes me for seeing any friends, and never any 
poor devil was eo befriended as l am. Do vou know any poor 
solitary human that wants that cordial to life, a true friond ? 
1 can spare him twenty : ho shall have 'em good cheap. 1 liave 
gaUipota of 'em— genuine balm of cares — a going, a going, a 
i^ttg I Little idaguee plague me a thousand times more than 
ever. 1 am Him a disembodied soul in this, my eternity. 1 
fbel everting entirely, all in all, and all in, etc. This price 1 
pay for liberty, but am richly content to pay it The Ooee are 
lour-ftftbs ddne by Hood, a ailentish young man you met at 
Islington one day, an Invalid. The rest are Reynolds's, whose 
atiter H. has recently married. 1 have not had a broken Anger 
in them. 

**Thcy tre hearty, good-natured things, and T would put my 
name to Vni cheerfully, if I oould as honestly. 1 oomplimented 
'ou in a newi^per, with an abatement for those puns yon land 
so. They are ^nerallvnin excess. A Pun is a thing of too 
much conseq^nco to be throws in as a make-weight You 
•hall read one of the * Addressee * over and miss the pttii% and 
htahotl he quite as good, and better, than wbmt you disoover 'em. 
A Pun is a nobis thing per js; O never logit fit as an acce ii ei y. 
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A Poa is s sole object for Reflectioa {vide my * Aids* to tiist 
reesssment from a savage state)— it is entire, it Alls the mind ; 
it is Infect as a sonnet, better. It limps ashamed in the train 
and retihne of Hnmour : it knows it ^onld have an esta!dish> 
ment of its own. The one, for instance, 1 made the otto * 
— 1 forget what it was. 

*'Hood will be mtifiod, as much as I am, by yonr mistake. 

I liked * Grimaldi^ the best; it is true minting of abstract 
clown^t and that precious concrete of a clown : and the rich 
succeiiion of images, and words almost such, in the first half of 
the * Magnum l^otum.' . Hood has just come in ; his sick 
eyes sparkled into healtli when ho read your approbation. 
They had meditated a copy for you, but postponed it till a 
neater second edition which is at hand. We are walking out 
to Knfield after our Beans and Bacon which are just smoking. 
Kindest remembrances to the G.’s ever. From Islington, Ist 
Day, fid month of my Hegira, or Flight from Leadenhall. 

“0. L., Olim derickut.** 

Lkttkr CCLXVII (p. 136).— Southey had sent Lamb bis 
Boi^ qf the Church (1824), and his poem, the Tale of Paraguay t 
just published (1 825). The iK>em was founded upon incidents in 
Dobrizhoffer'si^ of the Abipones^ translated from the Latin 
by Sara Coleridge three years before. Hence the “compli 
mont to the transla tress referred to by Lamb. In the third 
canto of the poem, Southey, in describing Dobrizhoffer, pro* 
oeeds thus 

** But of his native s)>eecb because well-nigh 
Disuse in him forgetfulness ha<l wrought, 

III Latin he contpoaed hia history ; 

A garrulous, but a lively tale, and fraught 
With matter of delight uRd food for thought. 

And if he could in Merli^ glass have seen 
By whom hia tomes to speak our tongue vers taught, 

The old man would have felt as pleas^ I ween. 

As when ho won the ear of that great toprsiS Queen.** 

Southey's fxiem was prefaced with a poetical dedication fo 
his Utile daughter, Edith May Southey^ beginning — 

** Edith t ten years are nmubared since the day 
Which uslien in the cbeeifiil month of May, 

To us by thy dear birth, my daughter dear, 

Washiest'* • 

The poem itself opens with an apostrophe to the dfaoofpmr 
of vaodiiatioi^-- 

** imam X fatvm Mmll thy honoured uama.** 



/ k«m a mMbd fane paing to U aetod at iho ffa^markei 
Pfobftbl/ the J^amirokor'e DauphJkr, whldi hepidly wee not 
deetinea to he perfonned. 

a Difor Uia ike keigkt e/ on usoovixm parade Accord* 
lug to Onbb BoMxieon, he merried e lanndreae in ClilTord** Inn. 

LKTrsn CCLXVIII (p. 189}.— Tow have come o£it$imphant 
with Bariholomew Fair. In the Nnmber of the Mverff Bay 
Book (or Sk^ptember 5, 1825, there is a long account of ii^personai 
vialt to Bartholomew Fair, hy Hone himself. 

Lbttke COLXIX (j^ 140).— Thjp playful note is now for the 
hrst time printed. Tlie allusion to ** flame -coloured'' hose 
would seem to arise out of au indistinct association with Sir 
Auihew Aguechcek. 

LrttkrCGLXX (p. 140). — lismb was at this time contri- 
buting to the new Monthly Magazine his Popular Fallacies." 
They appeared between Jiuiuary and September in this year, 
and are the ‘‘ftoverhs" referred to. See also the following 
letter. 

LsnisR CGLXXn (p. 141).—*/ got your Imk. Barton's last 
Toatme of poems, Jjewitional Verm : founded on, and illustra^ 
live of, SiUd Texte of Scripture, (London, 1826.) 

Uniform as they ««, and uniristoriffd. This last word is 
oertainly as I.iamb wTOte it, but what he meant bv it, and from 
what'^he formwl it, I must leave to the critics to dotemiino. 

The **t^piritual taw'" is a abort poem on the text “But 
the word is very nigh thee, in iliy mouth and in thy Iteart, 
that thou may’st do it." 

Whipping the Cheek drama upon (he hack of Chneate, In 
some verses on Abraliam's willingness to sacrifice Isaac, Barton 
had written^ 

** Brief colloquy, yet more sublime 
To every feeling heart 
Than all the boast of classic time 
Or Drama’s proudest art ; 

Far, far beyond the Grecian stage, 

Or Poeey’s most glowing Jiage," 

LKTrKB CCLXXIII (p. 142).—“ The BeligUm of (he Aetorer 
A little itatier by Lamb, priot^ in the new Monihly Magaaim 
for May of thb year. 

LsTTKit OCLXXIV fp, 144).— roiir nephoufe pileaemU book, 
Henry Kelson Coleridge published this year with John Homy, 
SiaMmthe in the Wed Indiee in IStd, the narrative of a|ottrtMy 
mkm hy the young man in eompnay with his nnele Ibr the 
tmnsit m his Imth. It eontaini ]^eaMiit end graidtie disefip* 
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Uom of the vaHoiis places visited, and is written thnmgboitt in 
a witty vein, and in a tone of rather osteiitatioiui Epictireaiiism, 
which no doubt led to CSoleridge’s strictures on us morality. 
The style is curiously unlike L^Vs, but exhibits many signs 
of the influence of the SewtimemUd as Lamb truly 

remarks* But the little volume ** saddens into excellent sense 
towards the end, in a serious discussion of the then bumiiig 
qnestion of West Indian Slavery. 

F.K. Fanny Kelly. 

LnTTEU CCLXXVIII (p. 147).— likmesa which aeoom- 
mnU$ this letter was obvious^ the well-known etching on copper 
oy Mr. Brook Pulham. 

liETi’EK CCLXXIX (p. 148).— Mr. Dibdin was staying at 
Hosting, as bis delicate health often obli^ him to 4o, and 
was lodging at a baker’s, to which fact allusions will be dis- 
covered in this and the following letters. The theme of the 
little church at HolUngton is again the subject of infinite varia- 
tiona ** Blucher Eow ** is a thing of the past, and has merged 
into a thoroughfare bearing a quite other name. 

Peter Fin, The name of a character played by Liston. 

Letter CCLXXX (p. 150).— Lamb and his friend Dibdin 
were mron to exebaumng letters in rhyme. Tbe^** Dibdin 
Muse'* seems to ha\'o favoured, in various degree, all members 
of the family, and we find Lamb retorting that he too came of 
a {loeticol stock, and adducing his father, old John Lanib^ the 
Ltrvel of tlie Kssay on ** The Old Benchers of the Inner Temple.’* 
See that Essay, and my notes upon it Poor Dibdin had 
api[>arentiy allowed **plan, sir” to rhyme to **8tansa” in the 
eUusiom which called forth this reply. ’/Small Bohemia,” or 
^ ** Little Bohemia,” remains to this day, 1 believe, the name of 
' a district outside Hastings. 

Lwiter CXILXXXI (p. 152).— rAe Quotidian, Hone’s 
Day Book, Lamb had published some ’’Quatrains” to Hone 
in the London Mageudne, which were reprinted in* the 
Dan Book of July 9, 1826. Hone appended to them a poetif9M 
reply in Hie same number, headed ” Qaatorrians.” For Xamb*s 
vomes, see Poms, Plays^ and Essays, p. 99. I^hey begin— 

** I like yon and yoor book, Ingenkma Bone ! ” 

Letter CCLXXXU 153).— Another of thoee wild and 

grotesque effusions, written to ainnse the invalid daring hii 
enforc^ loneliness at a wateTing-plaoe.e Mr. Dibdin’s nephew 
informe me that his uncle was reniarkablo Ibr his gennine plely 
and reUgioos habits, which makes the banter even more extra# 
vagant ” Old Banking ” waa, of eourse^ one of the fins in Ihc 
OhI Jewry, young Dibdui’i em|doym«. 
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ljmMCCLXXXm(^ iMmh 

wm kborbnaly g^g throng thk oolleetioii, oequetthwl by 
Cknidi: to the natiaA, for the pupoee of publisMiig eeleeiioiie 
from them in hk Inend Hone's TMe Book, 

I mey jnet refer to Lamb's expression, ** dross mattem."-- 
matt^ that is, touching mxmey. In previous editimiB of these 
letters, readings have varied curiously from "theae matters" 
to *' di^ matters. " 

Lvttee CCLXXXIY (p. tm Sacred Spee^ment. ^r. 
Hitford published this year his &iered /S^pedmene : Setededjfirem 
Early Pode. • 

Food's book is mighty dever. Whims and Oddities, Second 
Series. 


LETTisa OCLXXXV (p 158).— Tslfonrd misdated this letter 
by a year, placing it in 1826. **Poor Korris" was Randal 
Norris, Sab-Treasurer of the Inner Temple, and one of the 
earlieat and most loyal friends of Lamb and his parents. He 
died this month, and was buried in the Temple churchyard. 
Norris was connected through his wife with the Hertfordshire 
vUlago of Widford, which Lamb knew so well. It acyoined 
BUkesware. 

LvrmB CCLXXXVll (p 160).— This letter was clearly 
written for publication and appeared in Hone'a TahU Book (i 
8). It served as preface to tue selections which tbenoeforth 
were given weekly. 


Lxrrxa CCLXXXIX (p 162). -TAs last ExtraeL See 
Table Book, i. 857. In the passage from Porter's ** Two angry 
Women of Abingdon" the printer had given the line Inferred 
to— 

** nosh Ibrtb golden hair and glorioos red," 
mining at once sense and metre. 


pnrXB OOXC (p. 162).— row 


Haydon*s “Alex- 
Royal Academy this year. See 


ander," exhibited in the 
Haydon'a Diary, iL 142. 

The bwo lerdlike Bucks were, according to Haydon, who first 
1^^ this note of Lamb's, the Dnke of Devonshire and Agar 


Lxtm. COXCI (p. 16fi)L— This letter was addrsmed to 
Novello in the pages of Hone's ToMs Book <i 514). It Allowed 
the publkation (m the “ Garrick " Series) of the beautUbl lyric 
firo» Qooige Feele's Jrraignmmi of Paris, beginning— 

** Fair and fidr and twke to kir, 

As Uke ss any msy be." 
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lAmb beaded bia letter my eateemed (Head and exeel«* 
lent miiaiciaii, V, N., Esq.** 

liSTTBB CCXOII (p. Hi),-- A corr^apondetU in yowr M 
numker. See Table Book^ i 80S. Thu letter was aigned 
**Tbe Veiled Spirit.” LamVe reply appeared in the next 
number (ii. 10). 

Lkttkk CCXCIII (^>. 166).— This letter is here printed for 
the first time in its entirety from the original manuscript The 
first paragraph, hithci'to omitted, tells an amusing and charac- 
teristic story of Lamb and Thomas Hood. * 

The picture verses were some lines written hy Lamb to 
accompany the gift to Barton of a coloured print, in a frame. 
The lines were afterwards published in his Alburn^ Verses^ 
1880, and will be found in my edition {Poems, Plays, and 
JBssays, p. 102). 

Bernard Barton delighted to cover his walls with such 
pictures as he could afford, respecting which a pleasant jjassage 
will be found in Edwanl Fitzgerald's Memoir, Lamb had 
somewhere picked np a coloured print representing a little boy 
learning to read at bis mothers knee, and allowing many 
obvious signs of childish obstinacy. For this pic^ire Lamb 
had taken down from his own walls an old frame, consideral^* 
too Urge for it ; but by carefully coating the supei^uous margin 
of glass with cobblcr’s-wax, ho and his friend Hood had suc- 
ceeded in giving the whole a reputable appearance. It was on 
suggesting the use of this frame that Hood observed that 
Barton would bo ** sure to like it, because it was Imfod-brimmed,** 
In wriUiig his versos Lamb, remembering the jest, ended as 
follows : — 

•* For the Frame- 
Tie not ill-suited to the same ; 

Oak-oarved, not gilt,dbr fear of falling ; 

Old-Cuhioaed, pUin, yet not appalling * 

And broad-brimmed, as the Owner's Osilliig.*^ * 

The last line. Lamb here requests Bernard Barten to expunge. 
When he printed the poem three yeaiv afterwards in Amm 
Verses, he retained the line, but with a modlleation— 

** And lofier, as the Owner*! cubing.’* 

The print, in its lU-fitting frame, sUU hangs over the manbd* 
piece in Mrs. Fitzgerald'a (Lacy Barton^) drawing-room. Tim 
original tnanuscr^ with the Uat line carefhlly erased w!^ 
Barton's **be«t ivory-bandied,** is, by her generons kindnsl^ 
in the poeeeaaioii of the editor. The pieiure baa yet one more 
poetical asaodation. It forma the aul^t of some pretty vefaee 
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hw in hk iWm^ 18S8, 

entitled *^fiI«iide Qaatrama tn Charles Lamb.** 

Ijrtse OCXCIV (p. X67).'— In Hwit’a T^xiie Book (ii 56) 
afipaared a sonnet of Lamb's addressed to Hiss Kellv, **on hei^ 
exo^lent Performance of Blindness in the revived opdfa of 
Arthur and JBmnUline,** Hence this letter* 

Lkttbr CCXCV (». 167).— First printed by Hr* P. 0. 
Patmore in My Friend and Aequaintanee (1854). 

Dash was a dog tliat had been given to Lamb by Thotnae 
Hood. Hr. Patmore has much to ^11 of this rovin|p animal^ 
who ultimately was transferred to Mr. Patmore's keeping. See 
My Friends and Aeguaintanee, voL i. p. 29 : — 

1/ he bring hut a rdiet 

* Ms is happyt nor heard to complain,** 

3ee Sbenstone's Pastoral Ballad, ** Absence"— 

The pilgrim that Journeys all day 

4 To vidt some far-distant shrine, 

If he bear but a xellqne away 
Is happy, nor heard to repine." 

LrmsniOCXCVI (p. 169).—/ am busy with a fares fnfteo 
sets The Intruding Widow, a dramatic poem founded on Mr. 
Ckabbe’s tale of The ConJUlanl.** See Poems, Flays, and 
Sssayg. Ultimately published in BUukwoods Magcatine, 

Lktxiui CCXCVII (p. 171).— Sir John Stoddart, Chief- 
Justice at Malta. See Letter LXXIX. in vol i., and note. 

FeairrCs ** Anli^ Teaks'* — Ardi^Tooke: or, cm Anatysis cf 
language, (London, 1824.) 

Lmma CCXOYIII (p. 172 ). — My engraving. The etching 
on cooper by Brook Pulbam. 

I rM my BUsksswars, See Elia Essay, *' Blakesmoor in 
Hertfcrdahire." and notes upon it, in this edition. The essay 
wsa first published in the London Magazms, 

IdrmcB CCXCIX (p. 174).— The referenoe here is to LamVe 
eontiibutioBS to the TcMs Book of extracts fi*om the Oanick 
^ys. Hone felt deafly the kindness of Lamb and his siater 
aantig his struggling career. In dedicating to them his Mwry 
Day Beek^ he says How can I fotget your and Mias I^mb^ 
i^paHiy and kindnesa when |dooma overmastered me, and that 
your m sparkled in Hie bo^ when my mind was in clonds 
and oaiknesa. These *trtfies,* as each of yon wosHl call 
them, am benefits scored upon my heart" 

Lxrmn CXXl (p. 174).— Barton had been sending tor 
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Zxnm^ boU’i album. Reapeoting Mr. Fiasar’a praieetad ilbom 
leenbfce to Letter CCCXV* 

**FtUwrsZ(mi JByrons and sitfeei L. B* This is a line 

from some yerses on albums, which hare been attributed, 1 
think on insufficient grounds, to Lamb himself. 

Iffy Ifragi-wrMdy. The Intruding Widow, 

four Ihrummonds, Lamb uses the. name of one famous firm 
of bankers to indicate Barton’s employers, the Alexanders; 

Bn passant. 1 despair of interpreting Iamb’s attempts at 
the French langu^e. Talfourd, equally hopeless, omitM the 
last sentence, but I restore ^t from the original manuscript, 

LKTTBtt CCCI (p. 17e).~.See Talde Book, ii. 287, «Fast. 
Present, and Future. Extemporaneous lines, written to obli|[e 
a young Friend who suggests the Topic.” Hone 8||ped his 
own contributions with a *, In the poem occur theM lines, to 
which Lamb specially refers : — 

** Time, that faiihfal tutor, 

Were I but teachable, might show the Future 
As the Present is ; and yet 1 paint it 
Teeming with joy,” 

Lottee COCIV (p. 178).-Jlfr. Watts. Alaric A. Watts, 
the** editor of Taiions albums and keepsakes. 

**Lord, what good hows do we keep!** 

From a poem by Charles Cotton, quoted in the Complete Angler, 

A jeebU counter -action Ihro^ the Table Book of lad 
Saturday. We must suppose there had been some critUsa! 
attacks uix>n Hood's ** Plea of the Midsummer Fairies” (1827), 
for Lamb contributed to the Table Book a prose Torsion of a 
portion of that poem, under the title, ’’The Defeat of Time: 
or a Tale of the Fairies” {Table Book, il 835), After para- 
phrasing the earlier part of the poem, Lamb breaks off with 
the following postscript: — **What particolar endearments 
pasasd between the Fairies and their Poet passes my pencil to 
aelioeate ; but If yon are curious to be informed, I most refer 
yon, gentle reader, to the * Plea of the FsHes,’ a most agreeable 
poem lately put forth by my friend Tbosnas Hood ; of we first 
half of which the above is nothing but a meagre and a harsh 
prose abstract. Farewell. (Elia.) Tlwwords if Merewywe 
mrah efter the songs if ApoUof* 

Lkttke CCCY! (p. 181).— Jfr. Mo^. The earliest men- 
tion, save In a letter of the June preying, of one afterwards 
to he Lamb's friend and publiriier, and the husband of Emma 
Isola. He waa then a young man of aix-and-twenty. 

Lmn OOCVIl (p. 181).— Daah had been made omt to 
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th% 009 0f Uw Imving l^n £;nmd by ilie Lamb* 

**iiitr«etabk and wild/* 

rw mU him iwapoemt, Oixe of tboso waa thd poem, **Oii 
an itdant dying u soon it bom/* written at the wtfaxtut of Mts. 
Hood on the death of her firat child. Sea jPoemi^ and 
p. 93. 

LsTTxn CCCX (p. 184).— This letter was first panted m 
Mrs. Mathews's Memoirs of her husband (iU. 596). It was there 
given d prt^ of the suggestion that had been made to lA^db, 
through Ba^n Field, that heshoul^ write an elaboratadesertp- 
tion of the pictures in Mathews's famous Theatrical Portrait 
ffallery. 

An imUaiCT of me» Re^eeUd Ariiehs was a collection of 
parodi68a>f various prose writers, by Mr. P. 0. Patmore (1826), 
one of the many jeux d^eaprU suggested by tlie snoeess of 
the more famous Rt^ecied Addresses, The first article in 
the volume was a paper purporting to be by Elia, entitled ** An 
Tin -Sentimental Journey/* It waa no more successful than 
matfy other attempts to imitate a stylo essentially inimitable. 


T,icttbr COOXl (p. 185).— This letter is now for the first 
time printed as a whole. The original is in the possession of 
the family of friend, Mr. George Loveday of Wardin^n, 
Banbnn’. Mr, Dodwell (it will be remembers) was a fellow- 
clerk 01 Lamb's in the India House. The names indicated by 
initials were other colleagues of Lamb and his correspondent. 


LwiTitR COOXin (p. 188). — Leigh Hunt would appear to 
have desired a portrait of Lamb, as one of certain projected 
illnstnitions for the work he had in preparation, Zom Rynm 
and some ef his Contimporarus : wUh JteeolUeHons ^ ths 
AtUhor^s L^s md of his VisU to Italy, 1828. The book ulti- 
mat^y appeared, however, without the portraits. Both the 
Hkenesees of Lamb, here mentioned, have been since engraved. 
The one by Hazlitt **m a queer dress** represents Lamb in a 
nondescript oostome, with a ruff. 


^ Lgrraii CCCXV (p. 190).— JWiid **kniUsr inthssun/** 
Isunb is thinking of the line in Tws^th NigM^ 

**Tbe spinsten and Uie knitteri in tils sun.** 

^ A JBiiom, So Lamb wrote, and French was not his straag 

£ tt. Tbs Bi$ou iot 1826, puhliehed by PicluuiDg, was sdiM 
W, Fraser, afterwariU editor of the BorsSgn QimUrhf 
Gns, Bfnides the Eoyal oontribntioiii refinred to in Lnmbw 
l^sr to Barton of 28tih August 1827, the MUfm oontainid one 
of LauVs (**Frdriidad firom Hsavsn, an tngil bri|^t**) Allurat 
yhmna of <lkderidgs*s—** Youth and Agar liMhoni 

VOt, lA f 
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Hope,** **The Two Founts;*’ and here, moreoTer, was fint 
prtntM Blanco White’s immortal sonnet, beginning ** Mysteri* 
one Hight !” 

liRTTER OCCXVIII (p. \92),-^Y<mr wdcome premi. Tki 
Widme^M TaUt and Other Poem»f by Bernard Barton, 1827. 
The antbor prefixes a note to the “Widow’s Tale,” stating 
that the incidents are taken from the painfhl but interesting 
** Acoount of the loss of five Wesleyan missionaries and others 
in the Maria maiMmt off the Island of Antigua, by Mis. 
Jones, the only survivor on that mournful occasion.” A 
woodcut on the title-page, representing three shipwrecked 
travellers in extremis on a raft at sea, is, as Lamb remarks, 
“a rueful lignum mortis,** All the poems or passages indi- 
cated by Lamb with approval are given in the memorial 
volume on Barton already referred to. The “ third stansa, at 
p. 108,” that made Lamb long to see Van Balen, was from a 
poem describing a picture bv that artist, representing some 
angel children leading up a lamb to the infant Saviour in His 
mother's lap. The stanxa, containing a simile that Lamb 
thought exquisite, may well be quotea here. It is from the 
“Qrandsire's Tale,” in which the old man relates the early 
death of his grandchild : — r 

** Tliough some might deem her pensive, if not sad, 

Yet those that knew her better, best could tell 
How calmly happy, and how meekly glad 
Her quiet heart in its own depths did dwell : 

Like to the waters of some crystal well, 

In which the stara of heaven at noon are seen, 

Fancy might deem on her young spirit fell 
Glimpses of light more glorious and serene 
Tlioti that of life’s brief day, so heavenly was her mien*” 

Ah artist who jminted me ItRelg. Henry Meyer, referred to 
in the letter to Leigh Hunt of November 1827. 


CHAPTER VL 
1828-1884. 

LrmiR coexx (p. 196).~-ir«ifU*t lord P. Leigh Hitnt*ii 
Cord Bwtm and Some of his Oontmuj^aries^ etc. etc, 1828. 

Mml^s speetUoJtim episodes. In his Life qf 
PuoMpane, four volnmee. 1828. 

The ** OommemesL** Onei^Le^h Hunt’s noniarooa wantma 
of the periodical aurt It began in Jannary 9, and wia dlw 
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eoiitiiiiiid on My 23. of this year 1$2$, A e^anoe at tbe lial 
of ooateate in Mr. Alexander iielaiid^a valiiat>Ie 
en^norti Lamb*a oomplaint thnt there was too much in it jP 
Ifadame Paste. One article in the Oompanitm wia **WaIka 
hone by night in bad weathei^Watdmen.’* 

One 0ktm a ichoolmoiUr. The fatlter of Gow^ 01arhe» 
the Bev. John dlarke, was a schoolmaater at Snfielc Keata* it 
will he remembered, was one of his pnpila. 

JETohnea. Edward Holmes, author of the Life qf Mmnri and 
o*her mntictd works, was also at Mr. darkens aehool. He oon* 
tribnted at this time articles on musical subjects ^ the AUm 
newspaper. * 

Vldorta, Mary Victoria Novello, afterwards Mrs. Cowden 
Clarke. The Norellos lived for a while at Shacklowell Green, 
near piston. Cowden Clarke, it should be added, was in 
early life a teacher in his father's school, which explains Lamb's 
allukon to the "schoolmaster text hand" 

ThuftelL Not the murderer, but his brother Thomas, who 
kept the Cook Tsvem in the Haymarket. 

LrrTKn CCCXXI (n. 198 ). — The thium which JHckgringha$, 
Certain verses of Lamo’s offered to Mr. nckering for his Bijout 
if not nsf^, were promised to Thomas Hood, wlm was editing 
another annual called the Oet/L 

L|6TTXR (XlCXXin (p. 199).— Mie/otd UlU you //.*« 
book. Lamb amiarently refers to William Haslitt's 
ike Ago; or, Coniemjporary JPoriraUt, published in 1825, in 
which his own was one of the Portraits sketched. See Lette* 
to Hemard Barton of Februair 10. 1825. 

The mUhor qf ** May you like UV* The Rev. 0. B. Tayler, 
the vicar of Hadleigh, Suffolk, Barton's neighbour and friend. 

Lxitxe CCCXXV (p. 200). — Moxon was at this time with 
Mr. Hurst, the publisher, in St Paul's Churchyard. 

Boot Mm Som$ Second, on occasion of the duel with Lock* 
hart in 1821, in which Scott was l^ed. 

LurrxE CCCXXVll (p. 201).— In 1828 a pioject was 
formed Ibr erecting a monument to Thomas Clarkion, on the 
htil above Wade's Mill on the Bantingfoid Road, in Eertfmd- 
ahlre^ tins being the spot where tiie resolntion of devoting 
bis Iffe to the shoUtion of the Sieve Trade ffrst took pessessioti 
of hiin. Thhi was in Claikson's lifrtime, Ibr he survived tiR 
1848. The scheme was abandoned for the time, but bes 
been revived and carried out within the last few years. 

Vjyon a bOfodt at FoHy SUl forty HiU is a mAetift 
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Lsrrnft CCOXXTIll (p. 202). — Tmr Chairing the Mnnbnr, 
One of two picttuee that Havdon had jaat painted, the snbjeeta 
token from eertoin frolics that he had witnessed when in the 
Kin^s Bench Prison. The other was ** The Mock Electioii,** 
imrdkitsed for five hnndred tineas by King George IV. “ Chair* 
ing the Member” was exhinited by Havdon, with other of his 
pictarea, in August of this year, at the Western Bazaar in Bond 
Street ** Besides the new picture, the Exhibition included 
* Solomon/ * Christ's Entry into Jerusalem,' and the drawings 
for the two prison pictures. *The Mock Election * was not there, 
as it had before thm been removed to Windsor. ” ( Tom Taylor* i 
Life if B, Ik. Haydon.) ^ 


Lktter CCCXXIX (p. 203).— The tditim de LuoDe hers 

? K>ken of as in preparation was published in 1830, with a 
refatory Memoir of Bunyan by Southey. It was illultrated 
bv Barton's friend, John Martin. Macaulay's review of this 
edition will be remembered. His observations on Martin's 
unfitness for this kind of illustration bear a strong resemblance 
to liSmb'a 

The Oem. The Oem for 1829 was edited by Thomas Hood. 
In the volume for that year appeared Lamb’s verses “ On an 
infant dying as soon as bom,” written at the request of Mrs. 
Hood, on the death of her infant child. * 


LirrrxR CCCXXX (p. 205). — When you lurked al Me 
Ortyhound, Cowden Clarke and his bride spent their quiet 
honeymoon at the Inn at Enfield, as Mrs. Covraen Clarke tells 
us. They were married on the 0th of July of this year. 

Lettkii CCCXXXl (p. 206). — The ** Kpithalamium'* referred 
to in the former letter was, on second, thoughts, despatched to 
Vincent Kovello. Mrs. Cowden Clarke, who first printed this 
mody u|xm the school of Bxydw in the Omtlenums Magaadm 
for Dumber 1873, dwells with just appreciation upon the 
admirable fooling of the entire letter. 

Lkttkr COCXXXn (pu 209). — Laman Blanchaid published 
this year a little rolume of Poems, Lyric Ojferinge, dedicated 
to Lamh. 

Ijrrrsn CCSCXXXIII (p. 210).— Barton had sent Lamb hit 
latest volume, A New Ftar*# and other Pome, (Loudmi, 
1328.) It was dedicated Charles lUchard Sumner, Bislnm 
of Wtoebester, in memorial of hia courtesy and kindness,” 
had Ibr fhmtisidece an engravins of a drawing by Maftin, of 
Christ walking on the sea. Lamb, in applauding the pktiii% 
rsfeis to certmn strieturea upon Martin contained in a prevloiwi 
letter to Barton. **Pow«r and Qantiensit, or the Qitaiiet 
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•nd the StmmUt,** is psrluips as ebantiiag a lyrk as Bartott 
erar wreta. It eoataiiss tha ataiiaa abaut tha atvaaiKilat^ wMdb 
arms a &votiritB witb that admlrabla iiuiga» Bdward Fits* 
gwid;-. 

** Mqra gaily now it sweeps' 

By tha small sohoolhouse, in the snnshine bi%ht ; 

And o'er the pebbles leaps 
Like happy hearts by holiday made light.” 

Tha full title of the *' Lady Hassell ** poem was, **La4y Raeh^ 
Hassell : or, a Roman Hero and aw English Heroine aomparad.** 
l%a stanzas to *Chalon*” were **On a Portrait bv A. £. Uhalon, 
B.iL” — the portrait being one of Clarkson, tlie Abolitionist 

M SA says qf Beligim, It is hardly neoessaiy to point 

ont tbit the allusion is to Hamlet’s — 

** And fair Religion make 
A rhaxwody of words.” 

7 mwah Wee the ** Heron,*' ** Syr Heron. Inscribed to my 
Ingenious friend, John Major, on receiving from him a seat 
b<wng the impress of that bird.” 

**Mudyer.*’ **To Sir Samuel Fludyer, on the devastation 
effected db his Marine Villa at Felixstowe by the encroachments 
of the Sea.” The answer to the enigma is clearly, as Mm 
Fitzgerald has pointed out to me, an awtioneer’s hammer* 

Lbitisr CXX)XXXV (p. 213).— As Procter had tried a practi- 
cal joke upon Ijamb, the latter seems to have thought it a good 
opportunity to return the compliment In the details that 
follow, concerning the case that ** fretted him to death,” the 
element of truth was that John Lamb had, shortly before his 
deaths married a widow, who had a married daughter, Elizabeth 
Dowd^ This, I havs ascertained, was a fact Lamb, as hit 
fafot}>e/s executor, had some trouble in administering the estate^; 
hut the elaborate and impossible farrago of detaim here bailt 
noon the simple foundation is, of course, the wildest nonsense, 
llte aetious reference to the ITOth cha^r of **Feame*s Con- 
tingent Remaindem ” (a classic work, divided, I believe, into 
some dozen or fifteen chapters) is delightfully conceived. 
Tidfonrd adds that the alleged coolness between Limb and 
hh Isgfd ffienda was part of the fiction. 

Afm Unes of verm fora young fHmSs Mum. It wss for 
Rmina leola'a album thit the verses were asked. 

Seurr^ C is Bany Cornwall, Mr. Procter’s pwetloal 

AlkuL 

Liemn OOCXXXVI (p, I have revised ffeevioits 

tsodi of thk letter brofn the orlgfiial in Mrs. ProcterV |mseee* 
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•ion, tiid fottored ono or two charaoteristic aenteneai hlthearto 
omitted. 

^ fh 0 anU-Cfc^ukU The Hontagos (Baail Montaga and hia 

Mii$ HoUrofL Loniaa Holcroft, daughter of the dramatist, 
married Mr. Badams, Carlyle's friend. See Carlyle’s JS^- 
mbniKmtsea, 

Bwrk$*8 ease, Burke and Hare, the Edinburgh resurrection 
men. Burke was hanged on the 28th of this January. A 
shot ” was explained in evidence to be a slang word used by 
the gang for a subject to be murdered.” 

A i&nnet of mine, *^The Qipsy’s Malison.” See the next 
letter to Procter, in which the sonnet is given. 

’TiOds wrUUnfor the Gem. Edited tnis year by Hood. 

They public the ” Widow ” instead. The << Wid^ ” was 
a short essay ^ accompanying a steel engraving of a sentimental 
picture bv Lwlie, or a kind common in annuals and keepsakes, 
oeming the same title. Hood wrote this paper in imitation of 
Lamb's style, and boldly ap^nded to it tne simiatnre, 
Lamb.” The imitation Is omy tolerably successfi^ It opens 
thus : — 

A WIDOW • 

hath always been a mark for mockery — a standing butt for wit to 
level at Jest after Jest hath been huddled upon her dose cap, 
and stuck, like bum, upon ber weeds. Her sables are a perpetual 

Black Joke.” 

Satlrista— prose and verse-^ave made merry with her bereafOf 
meats. She is a stock character on the stage. Faroe bottleth up, 
her crocodile tears, or labelleth ber empty lachrymatories. Cmnody 
mookeih her prscocious flirtations, and twitteth her with **^he 
funeral baked meats coldly fumUhing forth the marriage hahles.” 

I confess, when 1 calM the other day on my kfnswonum Q. — 
then in the second week of her widowho^>>«Dd saw te sitthig, 
her young boy by her side, in ber recent sabilci^ .I Hit unable to 
reconcile ber estate with any visible tssodathriM. The lady with 
a ikeletcm moiety--*iii the old print in Bowles’s bid Shop-window— 
seemed but a type of her oonditiott, etc. etc. 

Luma OOCXXXVII (p. 217).— The note which Lamb wrote 
to Hood, on diaoovering in the Gem the practical joke teiemd 
to in the preceding Istter. Heindkatmtluitempofiiy exdiaii|B 
of namee by the openinff andeonclmitnii words of bis oiniiiiiu& 
cation* Bridget, it wBI be retnemben^ is the name by whidi 
hU sistm te always described in the JfiMBia ^ Elto. 

Lmun OOOXXXTin (p^ ai8).-Bee piooeding Isitar to 
Procter, of 22d January. 



voncs. 

AiaeUirt we may oonclnde, Is the Latiii equiTsleiit fof sheep* 
etesler giTen ia Aiiiawoith*s JXeiiMary^ 

IiSTTSE OCCXXXIX (p. 2I9).->Mr» Procter wii a solicitor^ 
“indpient,” but not precisely a “convqranoer.” 

O thou above the Painter, James Bairy, ^e histoiical p ilnter. 

OirMw Oambmuis, the histoiian, otherwise known as 
Oiraldos de Barri, 

Tky mo9t ingmioue and golden eadeneee. The Teises that 
Procter had sent for Emma Isola's albnmi in repW to LamVa 
inritation. Tliey tamed upon the ooincidenee of the yoOng 
lady’s name with that of the lovely^land in the Lago ]lafflsh>re» 
to well known to all sojourners at Baveno. The lines enOM^ 
** Isola Bella, whom all poets love t" 

The** 'fairest hands in Cambridge'* were Emma Isola's, who 
had many friends in the University town. She was then pre- 
paring to accept a situation as governess in the family of Mr. 
Williams, Rector of Fomham, near Bury St Edmunds. 

Unepkifix this riddle for me. It is perhaps impertinent to 
point ont that the flippant allusions that follow are to the dis- 
astroos fismily history of one who had dealings with a notable 
piopounder of riddles. 

IiBTTKB CCCXL (p. 220).— I append a translation 

** Most eloquent Poet 1 although epithets of that sort, I am 
wel! 'aware, apply to orators rather than poets— for all that, 
most eloquent t 

"There has been now for some time staying with ns in the 
Enfield country a fiiture attorney, the most illastrious Martin 
Bnm^, who la taking his holiday — escaped, for a while, firom 
bastness so called, and an office without clients. He bc^ and 
implores yon (Martin does, I mean), if by blessed fortune a 
tardy client ahoold tnm up in hit absence, that you will let 
him know by letter addressed here. Do you understand t or 
ought X to write in a tongue so harbarous as English to you, 
pnnoe of scholars f 0. LiJtB. 

" If an estate in freehold is granted to a grandfather, and if 
in the same deed it is granted mediately or immediatsly to the 
heir or heira of tho body of the said grandfather, these last 
•re words of Umitation, not Pmunisition. This is my ruling." 

The postseript to this letter is supplementary to the legal 
lletioii elaborate in the previous letter of 19tb January. 

Lxrm CCCXLl V SSI).— IPUrM’s Ikmous 
Pastoral Bomanoe. 

Jneanetami, get fair. This sentence stid the foUowlDg smn 
up^ with eiquisite skill, the euphoistie style of Biduefe AreaMeu 
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Cbwden with the Tvfl, A descr^tion formed from ftmtSogy 
with the hero of the fairy tale, JSiguet with Me Hiv 

(^ke, aa hie wife iuforma us, had a hald head Mttged with 
rather demonatrative tufts of hair. 

liisrrxE CCCXLll (p. 221).— Talfourd tells os that Crahb 
Bobinson sent Lamb a copy of Pamda^ under a mistaken belief 
that he had borrowed a previous copy and not returned it 

1«ETT£E CCCXLIII (p. 222). — Darley*8 very poetical poem, 
Byhna : or^ the May QueejL • 1827. 

** Christmas,'* By Edward Mozon. 

FieUTs Appendix. **Qeegraphical Memoirs on New Sonth 
Wales, by various hands/* etc. etc. Edited by Barron Field, 
Esq., F.LS., 1825. In the Appendix is prinM ** First Fruits 
of Australian Poetir/’ originally printed privatolv in Nqpr Sonth 
Wales. See Lamb’s notice of these poems, Mrs. Leieester^s 
Schoolf etc., p. 235. 

I have writ in the old Hamlet. A reprint of the first quarto 
(1603) of Hamlet^ then lately discovered. 

The copy thus sent was retained by Barton, in accordance 
with the permission given in this letter, and is now, thron|^ 
the kindness of Mrs. Edward Fitzgerald, in the Editor’s 
collection. On the fly-leaf, in Lanin’s handwrithig* is the 
tnsoripitou ^ Present this to Mr. Mitford in my name, if ho 
has not got it— C. I*” 

By being “woefully below our editions of it,” Lamb means, of 
coarse, that the quarto of 1603 is but a first sketch, unless it be 
an unauthorised and garbled version of the play as we know it. 

Licttee CCCXLV (p. 224). — The report of thv torments, 
Crabb Robinson, in his Diary, quotes a letter of his own to 
Wordsworth of 22d April, describing this attack ; — “Went to 
bed at two, and in the morning found my loft knee as erook^ 
as the politics of the Ministry afl, by the auti-Cathblics, repre- 
sented to be. After usifig leeches, {loultices, etc., for three 
weeks, I went down to Britton, and again, in a nuost unchris- 
tian spirit, put myself under the hands o$ the Mahomedan 
Mahomet— was stewed in his vapour-baths, and shampooed 
under bis pagan paws.” 

LvTTKn CCCXLVl (p. 226).— This, and a anbaeqnent letter 
of 15th November, are on the subject nr Mr. Walter Wilson’s 
I^e and Times tfDc Abe, then in pcepaialion. The ode hers 
rererred to is Lamb’s ^Oda to m fyeadtnill,** written In 
itnilatioti of De Foe’s “ Ode to tbe FRInty.** See Poem, Ptenm, 
mid Jkmpt, p 116. - 

Lrrmn CCCXLVIll (p 227).— you$ty friend Mmmth 
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Skim lida, wbo wm at tliia time g e rw a em to the VillUlitaee 
at Fiornliaiii. 

jGKt nmm wag JOihdin, The fcniiig num. Lamb's letters to 
^hom I hays now first printed. He returned from llbdeiray as 
^mb relates, and died of his **long disease *' on May 11, 7fi2a. 
\ 8outheg*9 JHaioffvm, Sir Thmeu More : or, GolUq^ on the 
Jh^wme and Pro^peeU iifSoeidy, 1829. 

m aekmnoUdgmetU of a wnauA I emt bfm. See tbe sonnet, 
Samnel ih^sers. Esq.,** Poetns, PZays, and Meeaye^ p^ 106. 

LwrrsB COCXLIX (p. 228 ). — Your kind inptieiHm Miua, 
EUm Barton, Bernard mrton’s sistea 

An old rgjoeted farce of mine. The Pawnhrcker'e Jktnghior* 

Lstteb COCL (p. 280). — ^Talfourd assigns this note to the 
year 1829 or thereabout. There being no decisive evidence to 
the oontraiv, I have retained it in this place, but 1 strongly 
sttspect it oeloi^ to a much earlier peri^«*~as early (in fact) 
as 1819. For Coleridge’s sonnet referred to, Fancy in Nu- 
bibns ; or the Poet in the Clouds,” was first printed in 
Blade%ooodfi Magazine in November 1819, and this copy was 
app'^rentiy sent to Xiamb in manuscript and before publication. 
For the Mter enjoyment of this humorous letter 1 make no 
apology for reprinting the jwem ; — 

” 0 1 it is pleasant, with a heart at ease, 

Just after sunset, or by moonlight skies, 

To make the shifting clouds be nihei you please, 

Or let the easily persuaded eyes 
Own eacia quaint likeness issuing from the mould 
Of a IHend’s fancy ; or with head bent low 
And cheek aslant see riven fiow of gold 
*Twtxt eiimson banks ; and then a traveller, go 
Fh>m nionnt to mount through Cloudland, goigeons land t 
Or, listening to the tide, with cIoe8d sight, 

Bs that blind bard, who on the Chian stmid, 

By those deep eounds possessed with inwara light, 

Beheld the Iliad and the Odyseee 
Bise to the swelling of the voiceful sea*” 

I^bb CCCLH (p. 231).~.Talfoitrd bad cbriidMied his 
liAiii child, Charles uunb T^otiid. The father adds this 
Hole: **Tbe child who bote the name to honoured by his 
parsnts survived his godfother only s yesr, dying at Bimton, 
whither he hed been taken in the vain heme of restoraliira, on 
^ id of December 1886.** 

Lsttbe OOCLIIl (p. tSUy^An honat otmpU cnfr ml0 h ura 
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A and Htb. Thomas Westwood. Mr. Westwood was a 
retired tradesman, and agent to the Pluenix Asennuioe 

Iderria OOCLY (p. 284). — ^Wilson’s work on Oe Foe was 
J^jnnblished. Lamo had contribnted to it his ** Estimate of 
l>e Foe*s Secondair Kovels.** See Mrs. LeieestePs Sdboof, etc., 
n. 804. Lamb had written a letter to Wilson seven years (not 
nftoen) before, containing some remarks npon these novels, which 
Wilson also makes use of in his work on De Foe. Mach of 
what he wrote in the friendly letter naturally reappeared in the 
more formal Essay. Hence Lamb*s allnsion to the ** two papers ** 
puzzling the reader, bcin(^ so akin. " Hazlitt reviewed WilMni*s 
2^s am Times of De Foe m the Edinburgh of January 1880. 

Lbiter COOLVI (p. 286 ). — The excursionists. Mr. West- 
wood, Lamb’s landlord, had driven Mary Lamb over* to High- 
gate to see the Qillmans and Coleridge. The note that follows 
this would appear to refer to a later excursion, conducted by 
the same **Son of Kimshi** But Lamb’s habit of not dating 
letters confuses matters sadly. 

Lwttse CCCLIX (p. 230 ). — HazliU has just been defrauded. 
By the failure of the publishers of his Life of Napoleon, 

Lkttkr COCLX (p. 241).— Wordsworth’s letter to Limb, 
to which this is the reply, is given in Bishop Wordsworth’s 
Memoirs of the Poet (u. 2281. It bears date 10th J annary of th^ 
^ear, and begins : ** A whole twelvemonth have 1 been a lettih 
in your debt, for which fault I have been sufficiently punished 
^self-reproach.*’ The letter tells of the dangerous illness of 
Dorothy Wordsworth, and of Wordsworth's own weakensti 
eyesight. 

Henry Orabb is Henry Orabb Robinson. 

Oan T cram loves enough to vou all in this little Of Those 
who know their Shakespeare %ui take the allusion to a line in 
the Chorus to Heniy Y. 

LriTRR CCOLXl (p. 246).---To furnish A. O. wUhthe scrap 
A. 0. is Allan Ounningham, who was preparing his Uvu tfm 
PtUnierst and wanted that portion or Limb's letter to Barton 
of May 15, 1824, which refened to William Blake. The letter 
was sent to Cunningham, in accordance with the perming 
here given, but the ^*acrap** was apparently crowded out, 
for it aid not appear in the flrtt edition of Cuiuiingham's work 
in the Family library. Xt was, howover, preserved smong the 
Ounnlughim popen, snd is given in the latest edition of the 
work in Bohn's Series. 

TkcUJee^Puies.. See liSmVs Elia Emsy, ** Modem Qillaa* 
tiy,** In the Athumum for the year 1841 (pp. 866 and SI7X 
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tile ftnt time. Lamb did not incliide it in bis aeoct Tcbtaie 
ol jilhm Fertes 

** Oo little PoeiSt and present 
Respectful teims of compliment ; 

A gentle lady bids thee speak ! 

Courteous is sAe, tbo* thou be weak — 

Evoke fVom Heaven as tiiick as manna 

Joy after joy on Grace Joanna : 

On Fomham*8 Glebe and Pasture land 
A blessing pray.. Long, long may stand, 

Not touched by Time, the I^tory blitba ; 

No grudging churl dispute his l^the ; 

At Easter Im the offerings due ^ 

** With cheerful spirit paid ; each pew 
In decent order filled : no noise 
lioud intervene to drown the voice, 

Learning, or wisdom of the Teacher ; 

Impressive be the Sacred Preacher, 

Aud strict his notes on holy page ; 

May young and old from age to age 

Salute, and still ]^>oint out, * 'The good man*8 Rarsonags 1 ' ” 

Lktteu CCCLXVII (p. 253).— JSToitr, Hone was 
at this time established by the help of iHends in the Cfrasskqfipgr 
Coffee House in Gracechurch Street 

An epigram J did fot a gehoolbog. This schoolboy was the 
present Archdeacon Uessey, who has lately published in tlie 
Tayhrian (a periodical supiiorted by the Merchant Taylow* 
bovs) an account of his fatiier taking him to see Ijatnb at 
Colebrook Cottage in 1S25. See note on p. 402 of PoenvL ifogs, 
arid Samyt, Archdeacon Hessey informs us that the sat^act of 
the epigram was suggested by **the ^im satisfaction which 
had recently been exprMsed by the public at the capture and 
execution of several notorioua highwaymen." 

LitnmR GOCLXVin (p. 255).— iZoyers*# hafid$om MoilQir 
lo you. The poet had advanced Moxon £500 whiioaritb In 4it 
up in business as publisher. Moxon had published mam ^a» 
one volume of vem, mduding a book of aonneti id hfa Ount > 

Lvrran CCCLXIX (p. 255).-Thi8 del^htM lettur waa tot 
printed in the Atkenmm a few years ennoe, and is here givm by 
the kind permission of the editor. Lamb adopts Proe&^i eon* 
edt of the Idand In Haggiors. 

Lkitir GCXHiXXll (p. M7.)'^Ayrtm mat ken fodahiaif. 
Lamb ekamhm gives a i^uito ditoeat aecouiit of tho odglR ^ 
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hli rmn o$i the Eminent Com^oem Zn a letter to Ajtim, 
onoted In my note on the TereMi (JPoms, Piay$, and £$m^ n. 

I'Amb r^ir^nte them ae haring bo^ written ei the 
reqoeit of Korello, who had desired Z^b **to give him my 
rA o{diiioii respecting the distinct grades of excellence in %\l 
the eminent oompoeors of the Ztalian, Qennan, and English 
sehoola** Z am anaid we cannot absolve Lamb from the charge 
of hbhing in one or other of these statements* Martin Burney, 
who was oriMnally a solicitor, had been lately called to thoBar. 
I^e step diu not prove a success. 

Litter CCOLXXIII (p. 260).— There had been a suggestion 
that William Haslitt’s son, who was endowed with a fine voice, 
should adopt music as a profemlon. Ayrton, as a well-known 
anthority <gi music, and impresario, would be naturally resorted 
to for counsel. 

LirtiR OCCLXXIY (pi. 260). — The scheme for establishing 
Hone in a cofieo-honse business had been carried into effoet, and 
Iismb, with characteriatio helpfulness, arranges to have hii 
newspaper at second-hand from the cstablisninent in Grace- 
church Street. 

Limit (jpCLXXV (p. 261). —Lamb had ^ust published, 
with Moxon, his Album Verm. The translations referred to 
are those from the Latin of Vincent Bourne. 

Liitkr COCLXXVn (p. 262). — The little volume of Album 
Verne was rather rudely handled by the roviowcre, notably by 
tbs hUemry QwscUe. This review, Talfourd tells us, “pro- 
dttcsd some verses from Southey,** which were iDsertod in the 
and of which the following, as evincing his unchanged 
friendship, may not unfitly be inserted here 

** <%arles Lamb ! to those who know thee justly dear 
For rarest genius, and for sterling worth, 

Unchanging friendship, warmth of heart sincere, 

And wit that never gave an ill thought birth, 

Nor ever in its spmt infixed a sting *, 

To us wbo have admired and loved Utee long^ 

It is a proud aa well as plesaant thing 
To bear thy good report, now boms along 
Upon the honest hiea^ of public praise ; 

We know that with tha elder sons of song. 

In bonomiing whoifi thou hast deli^jiied stBI, 

Thy name shall keep Its course to slier days.^ 

wm some im^er Unea, Tsiy asvsra tsimn Lamb*i 
etfUoa a 
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LirrsB CCCLXXYIII (p. 263^— These llaet were mrltteiL 
Hn. Gowden Clarke tells us, "at the request of ymoeutKoffho 
m mexDoiT of four sons and two daughters of John and Ann 
Rim, of York. All six, respectively aged 19, 18, 17, 16, 7, 
audl^ were drowned at once by their OMt being run ^wn on 
the river Ouse, near York, August 19, 1830/* 

Lsttee COCLXXIX (p. 268).— This note has been hitherto 
placed out of its order. After their two months* stay in London, 
Lamb had to take his sister back to Enfield. South^ came to 
liondon on a visit to John Rickman, at the House of Commons, 
on the let of November, t 

Letter COCLXXXI (p. 266). — From a later letter to Moxon 
we gain further particulars of George Dyer and his sensitive 
conscience. As tar back as the end of the preceding eentnrv 
Dyer had written a couplet in his poem “The Poet's Fate,’* 
in which occurred some slighting mention of RoMra A Mr. 
Barker, in his Pamana, had recently quoted and so revived 
the unfortunate couplet — ^hence Dyer’s imprehensions. 

Chrt(U Eraamiana. Two forms at Christ’s Hospital were 
nicknamed ** Great Erasmus** and ** Little Erasmus,** after a 
certain pious benefactor to the school, named Erasmus Smith. 
Grecian and Depnty>Grecian are also well-known gtaAm of dis- 
tinction in the nomenclature of Christ's Hospital 

Lkiter CCCLXXXni (n. 269). -“Good man I— I have 
received your most friendly letter, and it occurred to me as I 
was about to answer it that the Latin Tongue has seldom or 
never been exchanged by us, as a medium for corresponding or 
s(ioaking. Your letters, replete with Plinian elegancies 
more than is seemly in a Quaker), are so remote from tie lan- 
Mage of Pliny that you do not appear to have a single word (a 
itoman word, of course, I mean) to * throw to a dof|^’ as the 
saying is. Possibly a long disuse of writing Latin has driven 
you to tlie use of your vemaeular tongue unneoeesaiily. 1 
tiave resolved, therefore, to recall you to the recovery of your 
lost Latinity by moans of certain iuniliar and geneiiillj ivcdl 
knowiyiroverba : — 

“ *1110 cat's in the cupboanL and she can't see.* 

** * All that glitters ia not gold.* 

** * Put a on horseback and he will rids to the Devil' 

** *8et a thSf to eat(^ a thtsC* 

“ * Maty, Mary, quite contrary, haw does your garden gfewt’ 

** Now let us slug of weightier themes !— 

** *Tom, Tom, of Islingten, marriixl a wife on Sunday, He 
hioufi^ her heme on Monday ; Bought a stick <m Tmday ; 
EeatW well on Wodnesday ; Siok was s^ on Thursday % Dead 
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im die on IHdaj ; Gl«d w»9 Ton on Satiifdiy nig^t» lil bniy 
IU 0 wife on Snndn^* 

** * Little Jock Horner tat in » oorner,* ete. «to» ot& 

** * Biddle^ diddle, dnmkina t my eon John 
Went to bed with hie breechea on ; 

One dioe off and the other ehoe on, 

Biddle, diddle," etc. (Ba Capo, ) 

** * Here am I, jumping Joan ; 

When no one ie by, Tm here alone.' 

** Solve me tliia Kiddle, and you y^ill be an OSdipns. Why 
ts a home like a Quaker f Because his whole comniunioation u 
by * Hay and Keigh,' in accordance with the Scriptursl injunc- 
tion (* Yea and Najr"). 

‘*witS those trifles I get through the precious day, while 
watching by the sick-bod of our more precious Emma, wlio has 
been atnome with us ill, now for a long time. Mary joins me 
in beet greetings ; she is quite well. EuA.* 

Given at Enfield on one or other of the calends of April. 

* 1 am Davns, not " — almanack maker 1 

• The fieform Bill is thrown out for good.** 

liKTTnft OCCLXXXIV (p. 270}.— I append a free tranalatioii 
of the letter 

** My good sister is sitting by me, turning Uie leaves of the 
Enripm$t your present, dearest Cary, for which we thank you, 
and mean to read it a^in and again. The book is doubly 
acceptable to us both, as the sacred work of the * IViest of Com- 

C on,' and as the gift of one, himself a Priest of the most 
sue Beligion in the world. 

'* When in tears, we shall be on the eve of joy : there are 
times when sorrow becomes gladness ; hm^ter is not always 
sweet ; we must sometunes exchange He ! He ! He I for Ueu t 
Hen t Hen I Hint the Tmmo Muse is not wholly repugnant to 
witness this Song of Disaster, originally written ny some 
unknown anthor in the vernacular, but lately turned by me 
into Latin— I mean, * Tom of Islingtm* Do yon take t . . . 

And finally Tom is filled with joy that on Gie following day 
(Snnday, to wit) his spouse most be carried oat to bnrioL Lo t 
ft donieitie Iliad 1 A cyde of calami^! A seven* days’ 
Tmgedy I 

** Go now and oompors yonr vannted Mmr^pidei with griefii 
like Hmee I Sndi a mth of wives os this I Whmw Ie yonr 
Aloestis now! yonr Hecnbaf yonr other Bolorons fienMnesef 
•ntkini^t 
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**My cWkB are bathed in tears as 1 nnise npim thms 
tragedies 1 What remains bat to greet yon and your own dear 
spouse, and to wish you as good health as we omnelires sie 
enjoying. * 

tBTTKft CCCLXXXY (p. 271).-~Althongh the date of ^ 
letter has been hitherto given 1831, 1 am satisfied that it 
shoold be 1821. The letter is evidently written to Mr. Taylor, 
the publisher of the London^ at the time Lamb was contributing 
to tiiat magazine his Essays of Mia. In the number for July 
1821, ap^teared the essay **Mackery End in Hertfordshire,^' 

. and it is in this essay thaf the stanza from Wordsworth oocun 
to which reference is obviously made : — ’ • 

** But thou, that didst appear so fair 

To fond Imagination, * 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her delicate creation ! " 

Taylor's proposed improvement of the stanza is sufficiently 
amusing. 

Luttbr CCCLXXXVI (p. 272).— Lamb contributed |c the 
En^lUhmafCs MagaziiM of September 1831 a pager entitled 
“ Rmllectioiui of a late lioyal Academician " (see ifrX Lsio^yter's 
School, etc., p. 307, and note^. This was Lamb's first contribu- 
tion to the magazine after Moxon became its publisher. It 
was arranged that Lamb should furnish miscellaneous papers 
under the general heading of Peter's Net. 

Janus fi’^eatkereock. The afterwards notorious Wainwright, 
the forger and poisoner. ^ 

The AthsncBum has been honaeed. The poem in qnes^on had 
appeared in Hone’s Year Book (1831) under the date 80th A|^. 
It was entitled '' The Meadows in Spring,” and was thivn^rs- 
faced by its author, who signed himself **Epsikni**i—** These 
verses are in the old style ; rather homely in exuieasion ; bat I 
h<mestly profess to stick more to the simpliiSty of the old 
poets than the modems, and to love the miilbsophicai mtcd* 
humour of our old wrtteit more than the sudtly melanchmy of 
the ByronUn wits. If my verses be not fCod, Ui^ are good* 
hnmonied, and that is something.” venes, as £«mh 
points out, were sgain published, as a notelty, in the Athmmm 
of a few months later. The editor ofyihe Athmmm (July 9, 
1881) appended to them the following note: — **We haye a 
anspieioii that we could name the mtor ; if ao, we ate aute 
his name would graoe our pagea as much as his Teiaes.**, U 
is Lamb Uiat la here poiiitid to. and aooordingly he notr Ha* 
owns the authorship. 1 mu glad to he able, on the authodlgr 
oi my IHend Mr. W. Aldb Wrii^t, to elear up the mystofy. 


Kotn. Si^ 

The rmm wm oerteinly hy the kte Bdweid Fitwenlil, then 
e ymuut men of only ono-end-^eenty;. Mr* JUdie Wii|^ thne 
toHe m etory : — In the year 1878 Bdwerd ftti^ereld told 
e oorremndent of mine that when he was a lad, or mher more 
than a lad, he sent some Tenws to Hone, which were afterwards 
copied into the of ikt time. These were ascribed to 

Charles Lamb, who wrote to say As did not write them — he 
wished he had." It is obvioos that these are the terses refmted 
to, signed with the first letter (Epsilon} of Fitxgorald*s favoaHts 
signature, E. P. O. The lines, which open thus— 

“ Tie a dnU sight 
’ ^ To see the yearoying, 

autumn's last wind 
Sets the yellow wood si^Ung, 

9 Sighing, oh sighing.*' — 

are very beantihil, In the style of the seventeenth oentniy ^tc, 
and we cannot wonder at Lamb envying the unknown anchor. 

TAs AneedoUs of E, and qf O. E, £. is Slliston, aneodotes 
of whom Lamb had contributed to the En^iahman*s Magaadne 
in the Anguat number, under the heading mlutoniana, G. D, 
is. of course, the George Dawin juat before named. 

MotUgomory'i ** Loot Was Lamb confining Mont- 

gomery Mid cWpbell, or was he thinking of Moomomery's 
** Common Lot," which we know to hare been a favounte 
with him t 

LitTT«B CCCLXXXVIII (pi 278).—Moxon had just resolved 
to abandon hie unsucceesful venture, the Engtighman*$ Mdgaadm, 

Dmaiti Moneg, The sum paid Iw Moxon for lamb's poeti^ 
squib, ** Satan in Search of a Wiu^" published this year in a 
thin volume, with iUnstrations (see Mrs, LeiuaUr'a School, etc., 
^ 881). 

Any book on Christa HospUal, J. L Wilson's History of 
QhHsta Hotpital (1821). Several ediUons of this book con- 
tained quotations from Lamb and tributes to bis genins. Mr. 
**SeagnJi *’ was perhaps Bev. John Seager. 

Lirrmn COCXC (p. 278).-^Lamb sends lAndor one of bis 
volnnies, probably the unfortunate DmTf IFcdtUnq, Lender 
had sent some veraee for Emma Isola's album. 

Boas Aylmer, 1 may be pardoned for quoting once mere 
Lander's lovely poem. The charm that Lamb ooula not explain 
lies partly perhaps in the singular beauty of the lady's name, 
and its rspkition in tbosecond stsnia : — 

** Ah } what avails the sceptred Baoe 
And wbst the form divine f 
What evsty virtue, every grace t 
Roee Aylmer, idt wwa ^fne I 
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** Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and of sighs 
1 consecrate to thee.** 

Separate fragriicuts of this letter are given in Forstor*s Life 
ofZandor, There wo also learn that the measnreless B.*s*' 
were the family of Mr. Charles Bethnm, a tenant of Lander's 
atXdauthony. He was the brother of Miss Matilda Betham, 
whose name has occurred more than once in Lamb's corre- 
spondence. See Forster's ff^aUer Savage Lnndor, a Biogravhy. 
i. 382-886. 

Lbttrii CCCXCII (p. 279). — Mr. Moxon had sent Lamb 
his last two poetical publications. A. 0. (Allan Cunningham) 
had brought out his Maid of Elvat, and B. C. (Barry Cornwall) 
a volume of songs and hallos. The poems whose Utlcs follow 
are from the latter volume. “ Epistle to What’s his Name ** is 
IVooter’s ** Epistle to Charles Lamb on his Hetiroment from 
the India House/’ a tender and discriminating tribute. 

LKTTRtt COCXCIII (p. 280). — Talfourd had just been made 
a Serjeant Lamb rememl)er<^ him, fifteen years back, when 
he was a ** Chitty-llng,” or pupil of Joseph Chitty. ^ 

H. Cs U. Henry Crabb Kobinson, woo never proceeded to 
the higher ranks of the advocate’s profession. 

Letfrii CCCXCIV (p, 281). — Moxon was just about to 
publish the LmI Essays of Elia in a volume. The Friend’a 
Weface" is the well-known preface written by Lamb himself, 
but pui-porting to be by “a friend of the late Elia.” 

IiKTTRR CCCXCV (p. 281). — William Hone, in his latter 
Tears, reverted to the religious and dissenting associations of 
his youth, and became an occasional and very earnest preacher. 
Lamb playfully adapts his stj^le to his friend's new vocation. 
The verses of Lamas, which he inquires for, will be found in 
Hone’s Year Book (nof his Tt^k Book), March 19, 1831. They 
are headed '*To 0. Aden, Ewp, on his Collection of Paintiags 
by the old Oeiman Mastm” The lines are, to say the truth, 
not very good. 

Lirmui CCCXOVIII (p. 283). — Chaidae and Maiy had jnrt 
made what was deetiued to be their last change of refddenoe, 
from Enfield to the neighbouring village of Edmonton. They 
now arranged to board lodge with a Hr. ittd Mrs. Walden 
at Bay Cottage, in Chnreh 8tre^ The name has been of late 
years chang^, in honour of its distingnlshed occupent% te 
Aamb Cottage. U is within a stone’s throw ai the pMrisb 
dmroh and m Lamb’e grave. 
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Littke CCCXCIX (p. 

jart publlBhed in « Tolnme % Moxon. Thev inolYidod mB 
on tbe ^'Barrenness of the Inaginatire Bknalty in the Tro» 
dactions of Modem Art*' The "Ariadne” of Titian in the 
Nation^ Galleiy is there described and crittcis^ and it la to 
this tiiat Lamb refers in the present letter. The " Popular 
Fallacies ” wore also reprinted in this volome from the Aina 
Mmthlif Magazi^ie. 

Lbttkr CCCCIll (p 287).— This very fierce letter apnean to 
refer to the lawsuit between Moxon ana Taylor respee^g the 
copyright ip the Essays forming thfi second series of SHa, 

Letter OOCCVI (p. 220).— Edward Moxon was preparing a 
new collection of aonnetSi afterwards published in a slender 
octafo, dedicated to Wordsworth, in 1885. It included setml 
inspired by his "young Bride.” Moxon accepted one at 
least of Lamb’s corrections ; for the fifth sonnet, wnen printed, 
opened thus — 

" Four days, wild Ocean, on thy troubled breast 
A wanderer I hare been !” 

ITnowWs pfayt ejdlogued by wuj.— '* The Wife.” 

Lrrri^ COCOVII (p. 292).— An early copy of Ros^*s 
Tolnme of poems, with illustrations by Turner and Stotnard, 
published in 1834, bad been sent to Lamb. 

A tomei in the Times, I liaro not been able to discover 
whether this poem ever impeared in the journal named. 

Kotif ariiet. Thomas Stothard. Ho died within a few months 
of this mention of him, in April 1834, at tlie age of seventy* 
nine. The verses, published m the Athenctum, beginning — 

" Oonsuminate artist, whose undying name 
With dtisic Rogers shall go down to lame,” 

will he found in Mrs, Leiuster^s School, etc., p. 878. 

Poor Bmry's, Henry Rogers, brother of tne poet 

Oolefidge*s homy eaxmplijioaiim. Lamb, after his custom, 
does not quote the lines correctly, nor does he appear to have 
been aware that they were translated from Sohiller— 

" In the Hexapieter rises the fountain’s silvery eoluntn ; 

In the Bsntaineiar aye, friling in melody back.” 

Coleridge's version was first printed in FrUnM^s OJMnff, 
1884. a 

LErnm CCOCY HI (p. 294).— This letter is now first printed 
from the original in the posMion of E MaoOeom, Esq., ot 
Oksgow. It is worthy of preservation, if only for t& beaimfril 
in the kit sentence. 
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hind legacy refers to a legacy of £30 from Anne Betham 
to Mary Lamk 

IiSTTEB CCOCIX (p. 296).— Miss Fryer, of Chatteris in 
Camhridgeshire, was an old schoolfellow of Emma Isola. Dom 
Street was now the home of the Edward Moxons, and was to 
achieve a deservedly high name in association with poets and 
poetry. 

Lkttsb CGCCX (p. 296). — Iionisa Martin was an old iVieiid 
of Lamb and his sister. She bore the nickname of ** Monkey,"’ 
and some verses addressed to her will be found in Poems, Plays, 
and Essays, p. 163. ' ^ • 

LrrTKU COOOXI (p. 297). — ^Thls interesting and tonbhing 
letter is now for the firat time printed from the original in Rev. 
0. R. Manning's possession. * 

Wright's is, of course, meant for Wright's translation of 
Dante, and t\io faithfulness of C. for CSry's. 

LxTTKa OCCCXII (p. 299). — Samuel Taylor Coleridge died 
at Mr. Gillmans’s, High^te, on the 26th of July 1834. ** Shortly 
after,” Talfourd tells os, ** assured that his presence would tie 
welcome. Lamb went to Highmte. There he asked leavi) to 
see the nurse who had attends upon Coleridge ;^d being 
struck and afTeoted by the feeling sne manifest^ towards his 
friend, insisted on her receiving five guineas from him.” 

Lbttrr CCOCXIII (p. 299).— Mr. Cary had just returned 
(Vom a tour through Normandy and the Booth of France. It 
was in the previous year that he had visited Holland and 
Germany. This note is in answer to an invitation to Iht' 
resumed monthly dinners at the Museum. 

LwrrKR CCCCXIV (p. 300). — ” In December 1834 Mr. l«mb 
received a letter from a gentleman, a stranger to him-^Hr. 
Childs of Bmigay, whose copy of Elia had keen sent on an 
Oriental v(wage, and who, in order to replace it, applied to Mr. 
Ijamh.” (Talfoord.) 

Lbttke OOCCXV (p. 301).— Mr. Caiy's son, in his Memoir 
of his father, does not print this letter, thou^ he gives other 
letters of Lamb'a Tallourd givee It without any date. It has 
been hitherto assumed to bdong to the preceding year, but 
th ere are reasona why I think thS nnlikely. 

Lsttke CCOCXVI (n. 303).— ** The following notelet is fa 
answer to a letter inolomng a list of candidates for a Widow’s 
Fond Society, for which he was entitled to vote. A M^ 
Southey hesAm the inoloeed list** (Thlfourd.) 

IdrrrKR COOCXVII (p, 803}.— The Rev. Henry Owy, in tilte 
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Memoir of his fsther, after quoting Iismb’s short note of l^h 
September, adds: — many weeks ait^ Lamb died. He 
had borrowed of my fatlier Phillips’s Theatrum Poetarum 
Anglieanarumf which was returaed by LamVs friend, Mr, 
Hoxon, with the leaf folded down at the acoount of Sir Philip 
Sydney. 

Mr. Cary aokuowledged the receipt of the book by the 
following 

LINES TO THE MEMORY OP CHA^RLHS LAMB. 

** So should it be, my gentle friend ; 

*^y leaf last closed at Sydney's end. 

Ihon, too, lUce Sydney, wonldst have given 
The water, thirsting and near heaven ; 

* Nay, were it wine, filled to the brim, 

Thou hadst look'd hard, but given, like him. 


** And art thou mingled then among 
Those famous sons of ancient song ? 

And do they gather round, and praise 
Thy relish of their nobler lays f 
Waxing In mjrth to hear thee tell 
m With what strange mortals thou didst dwell ! 
At tliy quaint sallies more delighted. 

Than any's long among them lighted I 

** Tls done ; and thon hast joined a cr«w 
To whom thy soul was jui^y due ; 

And yet, I think, where’er thou be, 

They'll eearcely love thee more than we.’* 
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AfeDOi^ Rt Ron. CharleN. Siieoker of 
iht House of Ooinmons, ii. 847. 

Actors, of Pftrie and London, L 203. 

Adsins, Miss, U. 281. 

Addlso^ 1.64,91. 

Adsrs, C^les, L 278. 
fdAmlurer, TAe, 1. 246. 

lAint), 1. 244, 

Xsop, 1 148. 

Anr, Wsllbore EUle, sale of pictures, 
1- 224, 227. 

AjpiouUurtU Moffoaim, The, 1. 126. 

Aids to Me/leotiou, Coleridge, ii. 99. 

Alnsworti^ W. Hsnisoo, 11. 828. | 
AiiXeMefslo 

AthkiiL The, epigram in, on Msointoeh, 
1. 172; 173, 830. 

^^Akamder.** a picture by B. H 
BayiSon. iamb's opinion of, ti. 162. 

Affi^ eptc p<jam, by Joseph Cottle, 
T.ltt,l41,m 826, 884. 

" AH P•otll^^ by John Howard l^yne, 
«t Oovent Gatden Tluatrs, 11. 49. 

Alton, John, 1. 18, 19. 

Alton, Robert, 1. 18M33. 

Allaop, Thomas, H. 1m. dee UUers U> 

AUsop, Mrs., il 287. 

Atoafa, Thomas Majua, of the Ttoist, 

I 294, 843 ; deeth 1846. 1 842 ; on 
tbttSl^U. 8; 14,21,121. 

Asientoui farmer, The, i. 221. 

Ambeii^ Lord, i. 824. 

Aittoiys Ufi nf John flaask, I. 819. 

Andmt MaHture, TtovTOotoridge, 
Lamb on a review c< L 96. 

Andtosoo, 1>r. Janies, Introdoetion to 
Istittls L m, 187 ; Lamtfs visit to, 
iUI; 826. 

Angtistolii'a, ptotnrs sals at, i S27. 


AnniMi Anthotoffv, The, rnferaDoe to^ 
L 129, 821, 822; the eontribotors 
to, 1. 822 ; 825. 

AniiuaU, Lamb on, IL 175, 904, 216, 
262. 

Anli^oeehin, The, i. 818. 

Anlonio, by W. Godwin, Lamb on 
EpUome to, 1. 150, 151 ; on the 
Play, 1 158 ; feUure of, L 154 ; crlG* 
elsins of, 1. 155; Lamb's PrologtM 
to, L 826. 

Arch, iniblisher, f. 282. 

Arcliimedes, i. 166. 

Ariosto, i. 12. 

Aristotle, 1. 12A 

Asb^, Dr., IL 256. Sselettm. 

Aetrm, D'Drft, IL 221, 848. 

Athanssltts, i. 11. 

Altos, The, newspaper, IL 8M. 

Ayrton, william. Director of Music at 
the King'* Theatre 1816, IL 1. 1 4, 906 ; 
Kntohfa Musioai Library, ^ted by, 
U. 806; Dsn Giovanni, produeed by, 
iL 806 ; 849. SeeUttorsto 


Dadams, Mr., tl. 210. 

Bailli^lss, iL 157. 

Ball, Mr., friend of Lamb, at Canton, 
I. 985. 


Batoae, L 127. 

ItonlEi, Sir Joeeph, i 84A 
Bannieter Jach, actor, L 151, 294. 
Sarbam &— (Wnny Kelly), U. 192^ 


BarbanM, Mrs., boohs for iMdiMl 
by,L ll9:iL«. 

Baling, Sir Frai^L 99. 
itotry, JamML patotar, U. 91K 
Baimor^lir,, L 195. 
BarOmnylW.Lia 
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Mr., teUnr, i. S86« 

Birtoo, Benwnl. Qa«]c«r po«ti, il. 43 ; 
**8iaiktM on Bloomfield,** talii. 85 ; 
MU VigUB, hy, 11. 100, m 824, 
835 ; JPioemt (18w), 1^. 11. 1B4, 828 ; 
DmtUmal Vma (2886), it 141, 881 ; 
884 s A JHm» Fear*« Bee, and Oiiktr 
PaMM, by, it 810, 885, 840; LamVs 
ftcit numng with, iJ. 815 ; “ Vereee 
on the Deetb of Percy Bveebe Shel* 


m the Deetb of Percy Byeebe Shel* 
1^/' by, ii. 815, 819 ; 27 m Widovf$ 
2bW| ond Other Poem, by, IL 888. 
JSeeioUertto 

Bnton, Bltze, eieter of Bemerd 
Bert^ 11. 2^, 846. c 

Berton, Loey, aangbier of Bemerd 
Barton, lines to, by Lemb, IL 110 ; 
185, 176. 828. 

Beskenille, 11. 166. 

XktUtt, Mr., Ii. 248. 

Beeamont end Fletcher, 1. 126. 142. 

Beetunont end Fletcher’s Wifi for a 
MooXh. 1. 98 ; Palamon and Arcite, 
quoted, 1. 94 ; 890. 

Beeninont Sir 0., 1. 956 ; il 182. 

Bedford. O. 0.. 1. 836. 

Beneer, Mlie i^llsebeth, enthorese, 1. 

169. 897: Lemb’i visit to, 1. 160. 
Bentley, Oeorge. 11. 806. 

Betbem. Oberfes. 11. 864. 

Bethem, MeUlde, JLoy Maiie, L 992 ; 
11. 864 ; » Vignettes,** by, 11. 16. 
Sal JAUen, 

Bet^H. W., ** The young Boeclos,** 

Bijoa, hof 11. 887, 880. 

Bleke, WUUem, 1. 886; deaigne of, 
11. 104 ; the •* Oenterbuiy Pilgrims,'^ 
by, 11. 105. 

Bleke’e Sengs of tnmoomee, ii. 826. 

Blekeemoor, Hertibrdsbire, lAmb et, 
L 898. 

“ Blekeemoor in Bertfordshire,** 
lAtnb’e Esmy on, It. 896, 836. 

Bleekwood, Mr., U. 817. 

SkekmUtM Mao^n*, ii. 89 ; Lemb’e 
three, **Tbe PewnbrokeFe Dengb- 
ter," In. II. 229, 846. 

Blencberd, iAmen, Xsrrie Ofkrinft, 
by, tl. 909, 840. See Luten to 

Blend, Mm, U 968. 

BhmbMm, pieture gallery et, 1. 961. 

Bloomfleia, Robert, L 849. 

**Blooinfield, Bteaseeoii,** by B<viierd 

Beitaiirtt785. 

BloMafteld’h, R., Fenses'sBog, lAmb 

Btonuim, 8ell^ IL 18^ 

BodMen Ubnry, 1. 974^ 
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Booke for chUdren, lemb on, L 180. 

Bourne. Vincent, Master et West- 
mineter School, The Latin Poem of, 
L 284, 286, 841. 

Bowles, Williem Lisle, L 4, 17, 9(b 54; 
poem Bom, by, L 815. 

Bowrfng, Sir Jeum, ii. 77. 

Boyer, Rev. Jemee, Heed-Master of 
Obriet's Hospital, death of, L 276; 
889. 

** Breee of Yarrow, The,** t 8. 

Braham, J., singer, 1. 245, 258. 

Branwhite, Mr., il. 810. 

; Brent, Miss, i. 270. 

: *' Bridget," Mary Lamb. il. 217. 

British Museum, Geiflck’s bequest of 
Plays to, 11. 160. 

Brown, Miss, Lamb on her engage- 
ment to Mr. White, ii. 299i 

Browne, Sir T., 1. 264. 

i Bmce’e Loch Ijomond, 1. 62. 

Bruton, Mr., ii. 819. ^ Letters to 

Bruton, Mrs., ii. 22. Ste letters <o 

Bnckingham, Eliza, L 121. 

Buflhm, Mrs., i. 259. 

Bnflhm, Miss, ii. 277. 

Boll and Mouth, Charles Lloyd at, 1. 

68 . 

Bunburyt H., earlcatorlat^. 267, SS8. 

Bunds, John, Ktq., Ufi oy Amcxry, 
L 78, 819. 

Bunyan, Edition do Iaok of, IL 840. 

Buonaparte, L 902, 246, 294. 

Buonaparte and CromweU, auggested 
i)araUel of. i. 190. 

Burger, L 80 ; Leonora, tnmMatioii by 
WUiiam Taylor, 1. 813. 

Burke, Edmmid, L 174 ; U. 816. 

Burleigh, Lord, L 233. 

Bumeit, George, I. 224. 

Burnet's Hietory of Me own Timee, 
Lamb on, i. 114. 

.Burney, Captain (afterwards Ad- 
mlralX L 196, 23$, 968, 884 ; death 
of. U. 89, 814. 

Burney, Captain and Mrs., f. 226, 858. 

Burney, Martin, i. 228, 949, 269, 967, 
299,888; it. 188,269. 

Bums, 1. 7, 64, 79, 104, 105, 185. 

Borne, Ufi: and Qnreejwmtenee oL Dr. 
Currie, L 848. 

Burrell, Misiu actnws, afterwards 
Mrs. Gold, IL 10, 28. 808. 

Burton, imltetions oi; by Lamb, i 
189. 0 

Burton, Robert L 895. 

Burton. Hampiailre, Lamb and Uoyd 
at, 1797, L WO. 

Bttiton*a Anahmyo/Meiitnchdl^ tL149. 

Bye, Tommy, clerk la the BaBe 
HoiiBe,IL 29. 
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CAMfc. «• 'i* . . ^ 

Cftlne. liMttb »t» 1. wj8. 

ittd t*'® ^ 

OMupUl. J. i- 
Ctelefcom 0»ptaiii O^li <» 

OarlUae, SUfcA., surgeon, U. 70. 

I?, ti»n*lfttor of Dante, 

b i56. 269, 332, 356 ; tjranalatiim 
Sr ttie Bird* of AriatopbaneK, by, 
a. 825; translation of 
856 : lines to the memory of I Amop 
a. 857. Su IMtn to 


Orvantes, 11^. 
Chamben, iCr., i. 81. 


309. 


(.hamMani. mr.. i. ba, 

Cbambera, Joim, deib in the India 
House, li. 17, 806. .. 

Chominon, Tfce, 1. *79, 889 ; ii. 1-^ 
Chapman's Honur, lAinb on, 1. 190. 
Cbatles ll., ll. 261. , ,, - 

Charlotte. Princess, death of, ll. 8. 
Olwtteiton, Coleridge** Monody on, 
1. 9, 812. 

Chaneer, i 59. ^ ^ 

Ooifinr. lA^ (Kf* Godwin, 1. W. 

aSt, bw Charles Dlbdln tlie 
yoongw, ll. 1»2* 8*7. 

CsfiKlIr.. a. 856. SHUtUn 
chatoi,R.fl-,M S7. 

Cfhltly, JFoM^fh, I. 842 ;U. 

CUMobel, 8. T. Coleridge, i. 135, 161 

dlSlBiaaby Edward Mown, H. 2M. 
OhiSfekospltal, 

Myllui a roaster at, 1. 269 , annuw 
dlmterofold boys, i 270; dwthof^ 
Bot. James B<>/erL®»“^22L5S^^ 
llsaterid; i. 276 ; 

roaitaral^ 1. *76; 8^ 88*! ^ 850. 
Christy, Dr., i 170. « 

ChnnAley, tL 218. 

p5iMbT,*lJ4!r814. BuLOtinUt 

€amnt Mxa>,U. 8** ^ 

»0torid9s^i coeeia,’* «. *!*• 


droxles Oowden, li 80, ItO, 
■2aOs«,889.840. SmlMtmh 


/jus^ierc. oowWm- ««.»»• , 
oLtaw: m m ■ TWt 

Oobb.tt. Mr., i m «“«*“ 

C^^aliJIS’^ WV>, HttnM. 

49; 8?nnat to . 17, 

Sonnet to to. SWd<ms, i 
lAmb’B parodies on De^ty** 
by, 1. 26 ; vers«a on M®*^® ^*iS!*i* 
i % : nnsetUed as to Tesldenoe, t 
3*8; atStowey, i 68 ; 
ing for companionship of, i 
Lamb on a review 


v» — T 

Jtforiners,l 88 /, P^P" 
ham in Morning rori, i 118 , 
ioLamb. Match 1800, i. H® S*®* 
£»wlcl^ t IK J ■■ 

“Kaven," Lamb »?, *' 

Mist Mary Evans, i 282 ; 1*®*®*J“ 
bv i 53; first number of the 

smith, i 286 ; /JOTMm tiatydy ty, 
placed at Drunr 
\m, i *74. 839 ; 
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teetavM, IL 18 ; fo&net tert }n Sack- 
wootft Mugcuini, it. 32 ; 84 ; Aids io 
il. 90, 824 ; lectnre*, at 
Fiowar de Luce Court, {i. 806; 
matt <m the Promtheus of iEechy. 
& Iff, ii. 188 ; 155, 254 ; “ Fancy 
tllVubibtia,** If. 811 : 829, 830, 855. 
8tt LfUtft* 

Coleridge, David Earttey, i. 65, 56, 
65. 161, 817. 

Coleridge, Derwent, “ Pl-poa,” eon of 
8. T. Coleridge, i. 189, 882. 

Colmldge, Oeoxge, i. 816. 

Coleridge Hartley, Monody on, 1. 14 ; 
298 ; at Oxford, i. 841 ; aonnete by, 
ii. 71, 820. 

Goleridge, Henry Nelaon, Sloe McmOu 
in ifta W«t IndUt, by, il. 144, 881. 

Coleridge, Sara, 1 14, 52, 60, 118, 121, 
161, 81<^ 884 ; tranelation of Dobria- 
bofrer'a AcootMt cj (Aa Abipontt, U. 
66, 819.880. 

Collwr, John Payne, 1. 835 ; Poetkal 
Dteemtnn, li. 83, 812. Ste UUm, 

CoUier, Mr., i. 269. 

GoHier, Mrs., I 259. SnlAtUru 

OoUine, i. 24. 

Colaon, 1. 6C. 

companion, Tht, il 196, 838. 

CpncHi gf DicMia Ponetdon, 1. 189, 
826. 

Cbnoionci ad Populwa, Coleridge, 
Lainb'a opinkm of, i. 8 ; 19, 811. 

Congreve, i. H3 : and Voltaire, i. 246. 

Contention qf Cinira, The, Woida- 
worth, 1. 252, 887. 

Cooh. Captain, i. 834. 

Cornwall, Barry <B. W. ProeterX ii* 
118,864. 5 m Procter. 

Corry, t 801 

Coeemfe MSS., I 816. 

Cottle, Atnoe, death of, 1. 140; 884. 

OotUe, Joeenb. i 87, 96, 816 ; A " 
epic poem by, 1. 188, 826, 884 ; t 
27; lataVa vlatt to, U 140; 198; 
JtMoUMttofie trOdtndftt, 1 811, 821 ; 
Monody on John Henderaon, 1. 812 : 
Fait c^Okimbrta, 1^, if. 28, UO; and 
land Bymn, tin; 809: **Xx|MMta* 
tat^ Bpteite to Lord Byron,'* ti. 
3)0, Bee laCtere to 

Cotton, Charlee, tl. 8^ 

Oontli, Mr«M enggeated appeal to, on 
liehalr of WiUiaia Godwin, it 48. 

CoveniCbuden, Mary LamVt phstnre 
of the nei^kMmrhood of, ii f ; 
806. 

Cowley, L 6, 64. 

Cowfwr, i. 8, 12 : tnmb'a admiration 
of, I. 62; 69,81; ifiieata by tamb, 
U 89; The Ibid gnotadTl 84. 


Cowger and Chapman nompuad, I 

Crifp, Mr., barber, at Cembridia, i. 
145, 166, 212. 826. 

OrUUs, The, reference to, 1. 8. 

CrUieal JtevUw, The, i 19, 29, 80, 
49. 

Cromwell, portrait of at Sydney, 8iu> 
B6X College, Cambridge, 11. 58. 

Cromwell and Bnonapiite, snimeeted 
parallel of, L 190. 

Oruilutaanke, i. 6, 13. 

Onmberland, Dnke of, t 208. 

Cunningham, Allan, if. 146, 246, 846, 
854. 

Carrie, Dr., L 1854 and Com- 
ifponoenoe of Bums, by, i. 848. 

Dante, 1. 12, 71, 856. * 

Dmrley, George, ii. 126, U6; Bptvio; 
or, the May Quun, ii. 222. 

Darwin, Dr., i. 76. 

**Daflh, a dog given to Lamb by 
Thomaa Hood, iT 167, 181, 885, 886. 

Davenport, John, 11. 164. 

Davy, I. 246. 

Dawe, George, B.A., 1. 220, 238, 258, 
885 ; il 272 . 

De Oafhp, actor, i. 234. ^ 

De Foe, Koxam by, l.*880; tt. 6<^* 
Lamb on works of, ii. 58, 68; V/ti> 
son's Memoirs of, and Lambb i- 
ffmate of Secondary Novels, B. 817. 

De Foe, Lifb and Timss of, by Waltei 
Wilson, ii. 284 ; revtow of, \ff Has* 
Utt, it 236 ; 84C 846. 

De Qninoey, il 7, 128; letter ie « 
Young Mem, etc., it 827. 

Dermody, i. 84. 

Desbrow, Lady, il 19. 

Detpard, ObloML i. 106. 

Devonshire, the Duke of, ii. 388. 

Devonshire the Dnebeas of, i. 190. 

Devotional verses, Bernard Barton, 
il 14L 

DibdJn, Charlee, nantical soim-wiiter, 
il 818. 

Dibdin, (Biarles, the younger, tt* 818 ; 
FoKfio Arthur, by, U. 107, 825 ; the 
(kmiad, byMl 122, 827. 

XMbdtn, John Bates, death of, il 618 i 
hisdiseover 70 f**£Ua,**ii.h 8 . 5m 
letters, 

Dibdin, Mins, sister of J<ri8n BMas 
Dibd^ il 818; aocount of her 
brotner's frtendstap with Lamb, il 
818. 

Wbdin, Robert W., il 818. 

IVIsraeti. Isaac. 1 160 

Ditton*n|MO*T)i«ai«e, epftagita al^ i 
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DobrlzhoQbr, llwtln, AmuaU ^ ik» 
Atfivmm, iy, U. 819» 880. 

UoMf «ctor, u. 40 l 
D odd, Dr,, i 888. 

Dodftley** editions of old ploys, 1. 148, 

Dodwell, Henry, of tlio Indis House, 
L 848: it 887. SmUtUn, 

Boffget, the Cost end Badge, ii. 153. 
D^, Wmiam, t m 
Don Giomnni, first produced in Bug* 
land, AprU, 1817, U. 805. 

Bonne, U. 108. 

DofWden, BUsabeth, li. 814 
Dowdys SouiiM, L 813. 

Bowley, Hr., elem In the India House, 
II. 17, 19. 

Brama, Thj^ George Dyer on, i. 187. 
Drsmatie Jjvorks, Lemb on purchase 
of, inr wordswoith, L. 143. 

Drayton. Hlchael, i. 880 ; ii. 164, 
Brat^ Mary, epitaph on, i. 804, 885. 
Brammonds, hankeni, ii. 176. 

Drury Lane Theatre, Lamb’s (hree, 
Mr, £r., accepted at, L 231, 244. 
Dubois, clown, i. 820. 

Dudley, Charles Btoke, married 
*0 Hester Savory, i. 884. 

Duncan, Min, actress, i. 884. • 
Dunstable. tH 844. 

B'Brf6, jMtrwi, ronuuce by, Ii. SSI, 
843. 

B^t Deoige, 1 . 87, 49, 97, 126 ; Lamb 
on Poom, by, I. 1S4, 127, 181, 
183. 187; on the drama, i. 187, 
140, 145 ; introduction of Lamb to 
John tUckman by.i. 145; jPrcfhco 
to Poem of, I. 157; Poem, by, L 
167, 823 ; 209, 847, 818, 825, 826. 
829; ii. 4; accident to, Ii. 91 ; 116; 
iiiiarriiige,iLl89:170, 881, 850. See 
iMtere, 

D}nr, Mrs., li 80S. SeeLeUen, 

Bast India Company, The, ii. 14. 

Bast India House, if. 82. 

Bdiahittyh fieview, i 865 ; Reformist's 
mtdy to thiL i 888; li. 384, 885. 
Bdtnonton, Charles and Mary Urasb 
at. ii 854. 

Edward II,, Marlowe, i 98. 

Ml Italian, clerk at the Sontli 
Sea Bouse, ti. 86 ; death of, ii 86. 
Slid Bswrfi, Bedioati<m to, fi 52; 
^relhmices to, il, 820, 821, 8^. 

Blhi, Agsr, tl, 888, 
KUteUrscW.im 

fBtoo. m Charles, veroee by, fi 818. 
fofiefal, tttoendiarfsui at, il. 864. 
HsftidwMM'e Mametne, The, Lamb’s 
OMitrfbtttimisto, fi. 878, 858. 


**IBpltaph on an Infimt,*’ OoMifii, 
iSlS. 

B^pht, at Bittan-upon-Thaines, 2, 

** Bpithahanium,’* an, on the marriage 
of 0. Covden Chutie, ii 806, aw, 

840. 

Bsuiy on Boast Pig,** I. 812 

Evans, Miss Mary, and Coleridge, 
i 288. 

Brans, Ne»l, 1. 10. 

Evans, WURam, of the India House, 
i 19, 886, 842 [ii 809. 

Btounion, The, Wordsworth, pubUca« 
tton of, i 871, 889 ; Xsunns i%vlew 
of i 889. 

FAifurA3c, i 59 ; Oodfirt^ of Ih»Um^ 

Fhlrford, Phnip, i 888. 

FaUofCanJttria, The, by Joseph Cattle, 
ii. 28. 

FaletaJTe Wedding, Dr, Kenrlek, I. 
818. 

Farce, Afr, B,, by Lamb, accepted at 
Drury Lane Theatre, I. 831 ; failure 
ot, i. 239. 

** Farewell to Tobacco,'* The, i« 885 ; 
ii. 35. 

Farmer^ i Boy, TTte, B. Bloomfldd, i. 
146, 147. 

Farren, W.. in Payne's “All Pacha,** 
il. 49. 

Favlkmer, play, by Godwin, i 880. 

Fauntleroy, banker and foiger, esecU' 
tion of, li 117, 826. 

Fhweett^ Mr., actor, i 222. 

Fawcett, Bev. Joseph, dissenting 
minister, i 32^ 835. 

“ Fayette, To,” Sonnet, i 816. 

Fearn’sAafLT'ooto. li. 178. 

FeU, Mr. i 198, 828, 859. 

Fell, Mrs. J. 859. 

Fenwick, HUsa, Mrs. Butherfurd, U. 
171. 

Fenwick, John, i 184, 008, 006, 808, 
259, 881 ; ii 4. 

Fenwick, Mrs., i. 859. 

Field, Barron, f 1. 22$, 805, 800 ; rstura 
fh»a Sydney, li 181, 8tii. See 
IMtm. 

Field, Mrs. Barron, fi. 5. 

Fisher, Miss Clara, actrem, ti 66, 7A 

FitummSd, Edward, li 884, 835, 884, 
858. 

FIttherbert, Mrs., 1. 189. 

Fletcher, FaUW Shefderdm, i 75. 

** Flood, nsuci,** Hole on, i 818. 

Flodyer, Sir Ssmttel, li 818, 841. 

Foote, MIK fB Payiid** “All Pueha,* 
U.49. 
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For^ JToliti, 1 148. 

Femg% Qiuutmiy Snimo, iL 887. 
Fonwi (ADM, ti. ns. 

FambMi, Rer. Mr. Williuns, Rector 
862. 

Hm« li. 202, 218, 880. 

Fox, Qoortfe, U. 48, 84. 

Fox, Mr^l 834. 

Pmaw, W., editor of the 1828, 
il. 176, 887. 

French, tnuuiUtio& firom the. Instance 
0f,t.84. 

Frend. Rev. William, 1. 123, 826. 

Fttona, Mr., of the India Home, 
U. 18. f 

FHead, The, weehly paper, i. 248; 
Lamb on first number, i. 261 ; 268, 
267, 836. 

Fryer, Miss, it. 836. Su htUen. 

FumIi, i. 8. 

OAnniCK, David, bequest to the 
British Museum, li. 160, 838. 

Gem, 7As, li. 204, 217, 889, 840, 842. 

OmUmufCe UagaMne, The, li. 160. 

GeograjtkUxU Memoir*, etc., edited by 
Barron Field, 11. 223. 

German, translations from, by Cole* 
ridge and Lamb, L 187, 888. 

Gibbon, 1 110. 

Oiffoid, Mr., 1. 280. 

GlUmaa, apothecary, i. 80S. 

Glllman, l)r., IL 128, 180. 

Glllman, Mr., i. 848; il. 828. See 
JMUn, 

Glllman, Mrs., li. 7, 288. 

Oiilman,lR«v.* James, tl. 847. See 
lAAiert, 

OlUmaa’s lift of CGtrridge, i. 813. 

GiUmans, the, li. 33. 

Gladmans, Uie, of Wheathamatead, U. 
22. 808. 

Lift nf, Kegan Paul, 1. 826. 

Godwin, M. J., publisher, 1. 244, 

886 . 

Godwin, Wnilam, I. 29, 118, 188; 
Lamb on Bpllogue to Antonia, i. 
160, 161 ; failare of dnlonio, L 164 ; 
lAJhetfClMMOtr, t. 207 ; 222, 224, 237, 
268, 200, 8S6: on 5<twle4r«t, i. 261, 
264, 887 ; dnlmijo, Lambn Pro. 
ktgm to, 1. 826; play, FanUamer, 
1. 830 ; |io«unlai 7 dufienlties, li. 48 ; 
bankrupU'y of, fi. 817. See leBtom. 

Godwin, Mrs. W., **Tbe bad baby,** 
L 207, 241, 242, 266, 966, 886. itoe 

QoaUw'a Fernet, Lamb on, U. 00. 

Gold, Mta., ti 23, m 

Ooldamitsh, OUrer, i. 68 ; tt. 168. 

Gtntinii, h 186. Bft0iirrmki886, 


Gray, i. 124. 

Gray, Mias, aetresa, IL 144. 

Green, Mrs., 1. 188. 

Gre^i^, Dr. i. 160; opinion of Pope. 

Grenvllie, Lord, L 118* 

Grimaldi, ii. 164. 

QvMver*e TremAe, i. 164. 

Gnteh, J. M., Lamb with, L 184. See 

2jetter$t 

“Oyjsy'a Malison, The,” iL 217, 218, 

Hjlhbubob, Wordsworth and Cole- 
ridge at, i. 822. 

Hamilton (of Bangos^, grated, i. 5. 

Hare, il. 216. 

Hare Gonit, i 260, 252. 

Harley, actor, il. 133. ^ 

Harrow, Lamb at, 1. 272. 

Harvey, Dr., portrait of, at Cam- 
bridge. it. 38. 

Harwood, Colonel, i. 250. 

Harwood, Mrs.. L 269. 

Hastings, Lamb at, il. 81. 

Hawkesworth, Dr., 1. 246. 

Haydon, B. B., picture “ Aleamndcr/ 
iL 162, 833 ; an evening party «itn 
IL 80#; mchibition of pictutvs by 
IL 840. See L^tert. * 

Hsyea, Mary, L 118. 

Hayley, i. 88. 

Haslitt, Rev. WUliam, L 242. Bee 
heUere, 

Haalitt, William, i. 213 ; diaappcar^ 
anoe of, i. 242. 836 ; and Miss 
dark i. 248, 24.3 ; IMe of Hbierofl, 
by, 1. 266; 268; BngUiih Onunmur, 
L 887 ; review of WordnrocWi Mr- 
enrsion, L 889; The Sftrtt 4he 
Age, by, IL 1^ 880; rovimr tA 
WilBon^a Life Md Timm ef Be Fto^ 

i U. 286, 240, 846. 8e» Xsttsra. 

! Baditt, W. a. ifimolrv qT Wmm 
irajiilLbr,L886,840. 

HaBJJttTl^. 

Haalitt, Mm. WiUiam, 1. 266, 265; 
both of son. 1 220, 267, im 
SmUitore. 

Beard, Mia% nottem, 1. 162. 

Haantontinonintenoa, Terence, 1 642. 

Hedgea, Mr., i. 298. 

**JBuaeaf* by Mary Lamb, i 126, 

HemaaiL Mn., IL 102. 216. 

Henderson, John, L 812 : Monody on, 
byJc«et;bGotU^t.812. 

Besaey, AxcbdMCon, L >86; iL 220^ 



XKDBX 




Bet^i «mt of Chftrles lumb^ L 89 , 
fifiL irr : 4«tlh of. L 71. » ^ 

Hw, OtutflM $ai Kary Lambda Mr> 
mi. i <36. 

Heywoo^ Joim, It KH 

Hill. SeiKeont. t 346. 

Hilt Tbonuu. it 160. 

HS««ing;i lomb on, t 846. 
ffUtory ^ VkM Corrttptioju <v Ck/rU- 
Uamiifi PriM^, t 617. 

Hogwrtb, 1 13. 

BxMuth Boom, The, 1. 864, 256. 
BMsroft, Loolaa, afterwarde Mra. 
Badama, marriage, li. 216; 31$; 
848. • 

Holeroft, Miaa, t 358. 

Holoioft Mra..i 235, 3M. 288, 258, 289. 
Holeroft# Thomas, t 184, 185, 825; 
lAtab’spitn on, 1 346i^dleathof, 1 284, 
854 ; ^ W. L 256. 

Holeroft's Tm vindictim Man, failure 
of. t 384 ; Tk$ Bond to Ruin, t 285. 
Hollington Chtnoh, Isunb’a account 
ot ii. 81, 84, 148, 822. 

Holmes, Suward, li. ISO, 197 ; Lift cif 
Jlimart by, it m 
.*Tom6r, t IM. 187. 

Hona. kalida, ft 860, 263. * 

Hone, WUSam, ft 258, 254, 848, 848, 
854. SmUttma. 

Hone’s Xvtry Day Book, il. 152, 882, 
m; Tabu Bo^, If. 174, 176, 178, 
184, 254, 888, 885 ; Pear Book, il. 

853. 

Hood, Mn., lines by Lamb to, on the 
death of her child, It 887, 84a 
Hood, TbomoM, vtoUd, t 841 ; at 
Baatiaga. it 84; 141; sketch by, 
U. 148; WKimManAOddiliu, it 15$ ; 
188.284, 823 : DduamdAddiTum, it 
3S»; mim and OdditUt, Stamd 
BarUo, U. 838, 884; BUa of^ktMidr 
mmmmr Fairiet,^ 836 ; imitation nf 
Lamit **Tbe Widow," It 842. ^ 
XsItoS. 

**Hook and 1,” Theodors Hook and 
Boteroft, t 240. 

Hoola, Mr., t 60. 

Jl 2 ii^|K>em by William Lisle Bowles, 

Bbipe ^inbridge, 1 2ia 

mSS^ VUimoltL 827, 828. 
Boniey, Bishop, 1 110. • 

Hoidbart, Squire, 1 210. 

Btadson, preesntcsr of St FauVe, t 

Bnlae, Br.^mle of eoUecUon of jdo* ; 

twrea, t 334, 2S37. 

Bttme^ lfxe.,1 338, 308. 


Bant. Joli%|mbllahw.aettoBitoBbil 
arfartHt 88; pumiOhar of Tk» 

Hunt, Leigh, it 86; Tho LOmdi 
edited by, It 98. 834 ; at Genoa, It 
119 ; 128, 836, m. Sot JMUrt to 
Hnnt'a, Leigh, Auiebtogranku, t 838, 
838 ; Xom Byron, etc., it 186, 88$. 
Hunt, Mias; t 3. 

jjurfoikrumtfo, a Ihnto, numtloned, 1. 
187. 

Horst, Mr., pnbUsher, It 188, 880. 
Untohinson, Mary, afteirwarda Mit, 
Woidawortl^ t 297, 808, 82^ 881. 
H^itchinaon, M^las, Mrs. WordsWorth'a 
sister, t 842 ; it 6. Sm Xettors to 
Hyde, <dQrk in the India Houee, it 18. 
Uylaa, W., i. 279. 

India Company, The, i. 50. 

India House, Isunb’a lift at, 1. 60, 00, 
880. 

IneaUla: or, th$ TmpUr, by CttuMrles 
Ollier, 11. 100, 824. 

Inner Temple Lane, t 250, 253, 25a 
Institutions, the Boysl and other, 
t 247. 

Ireland, Alexander, ii. 889. 

Ireland, W., in eonniietion with por- 
trait of Shakspeare, it 46, 6a 
Irving, Bev. Baward, “Annfveraary 
Barmott of the London Missionary 
Society," It 121, 129, 827 : Lamb 
on, it 12a 129; Mrs. Olipbani's 
lAjk of, It 82^. SSf LtUtrt, 

Isola, Bmma, 1. 841 ; it 172, 174, 176, 
216; Procter's verses to. It 220; 
227, 228 ; illness of, It 247 ; 256, 278, 
281, 284, 818, 848, 847, 85a 

Jacvhoh, W., It 209. 

Jameson and Aden, Mesara., t 37a 
Jameson, Bobert, ii. 820. 

Jamieeon, Dr., L 817. 

JamieaoB, Mr., il. 17a 
** Janus Weathercock," Tliomaa OHf* 
fltha Wainwiight, it 78, 88, 821, 

Jetfareoa, W. J., it 815. 

Jenner.lk., t226;a 187. 

t 03. 

Jca«iafAre,Ooleridlfs, La; Ccdmldg^ 
and Southey, t^, 11; SoutW* 
publioaUon m, 1 811. 812, 817. 

/Dim WoedvU, 1 147, 151. 179; % 38,^ 
JohMOB, Hr., L 1S7, 160; L0 </ 
raOir xefisrred t 50$ Ltoss of 
UsPOsto, 1 135, 160. 

Johnson, mMisber, t 332. 
Jonson7llm,t 125,142. 

Jordan, Mrs., aobrnw. 1 384. 
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Mr.| A.E.A., ii. S7 ; pcn^it 

of Mmb IL m 

JiUia de SaiOtigni, Mackenzie, I 317. 

Kamkll, 1. 20. 

Kate .1.267,268. 

Kean. Bdtnund, 1. 308. 

Kelly, Fanny, actregs (Barbara S.), ii. 
10, 23, 78, 132, 144 ; in the paix of 
« Emmeline,” ii. 107 ; 245, 282, 828, 
882, 335. 

Kemble, Olmrlea, 1. 143, 147, 245 ; IL 
176, 177. 

Kemble, Mra. Charleg, 11. 178. 

Kenney, Jamee, dramaiigt, ii. 10; f isit 
of Oitarlos and Maiy Lamb to, ii. 
816. 

Kenney, Mrs., ii. 44. Letters. 

Kenney, Sopijy , II. 81 6, 8 1 7. See UUtn. 

Keniick’fl, i)r., ytiUtuff's Wedding, i. 
20, 318. 

Regwiok, Coleridge at, i. 127 ; SSI ; 
visit of Charles and Mary Lamb to, 
i. 182. 

Ring's Benoh Walk, i. 169. 

Knight, Mrs. Anne, ii. 134, 326. 

Knight's, Charles, Musical JAbrary, 11. 
806. 

Knowles's play, the Wife, Spllogne 
to, by Lamb, 11. 202. 

Knox, Mr., 1. 27, 243. 

Kosdusko, Bonnet to, 1. 17, 310. 

L. B. L., Miss Landon, 11. 175, 217. 

" I^cy, John.” George Darley, ii, 126. 

Ukes, The, i. 148. 

Lamb, Charles, remarks on Southey, 
i. 1 ; reforen<‘« to Le Qriee, i. 2 ; at | 
Uoxton, i, 2 ; Bonnet, “To My Sister,” i 
1. 8 : Sonnets sent to Coleridge, i. 
4. 5; references to Hamilton (of 
ImtgorX Thomas Psmell, and Cow« j 
ley, 1 . 0; on Coleridge's MigUnKT 
Mwtimgs, I. 9, 14 ; on My Pensive 
Strati. 10 ; advice to Ooleridgs on 
the erahAmoie, i. 10; admiration 
for Priestley, 1. 10 ; on Oolarldge's 
Posms, 1. 14; on Sonnets and 
Bpitapbs,i.l7 ; desireforOoleridgv's 
companionship, i. 19; delight in 
Walton's Ggmtitete Angler, 1. 30; on 
Coleridge's </(Km of Are, 1. 20, 50, 
68 ; on Southey, 1. 2l ; difflcultlea 
with blank verse, i. 22; on Beau- 
mont and Fletcher'a plays, 1. 23 ; 
antielpaM visit to Oolaridge, Jsdy 
ITMi, L25; lines on Cole- 
ridge's •* *• 86; pletares 

of Bope and Fbar, 1. 27 ; unes to 
Oowper, i 90 ; deaMi of his motbm^, 
vkdttQMM7,l.SS; state 


of mind under trouble, i. $4 ; fear 
of his brothm^s sanity, i. 86 ; tell, 
dous views, t 40; lifo at IndU 
House, i. 60; advice to Coleridge, 
1. 51 ; admiration for Cowper, i. 62; 
destruction of notes, etc., i. 53; 
second sonnet to Mary Lamb, i. 55 ; 
love for his atmt, L 59 ; a keepsMte 
fVom Lloyd, i. 60; suj^tions to 
Coleridge for a poem, 1. 00 ; on 
Coleridge's ** Tonng A88”and “Man 
of Ross,” i. 61 ; admiration for (knr- 
ley’s works, i 64 : C. Uoyd with, 
i. 66 ; lines to Cowper, i. 67 ; death 
of aunt, 1. 71 ; experience of <^ker- 
tom, i. 72 ; visits Cb Mary at Back- 
ney, L 73 ; proposed visit to OHa 
ridge at 8towey, i. 75, 76 ; lines In 
reniembmnce of his mother, I 7$ ; 
self-judgment, t. 83 ; to Boutmey, on 
Joan of Arc, i. 86; “proposittona" 
sent to Coleridge, i. 87 ; references 
to Marlowe, i. 91; on Southeys 
Eclogues, I. 92, 102 ; on a review of 
the Ancient Mairinere. 1. 94 ; remarks 
on his tailor, 1. 98 ; dramatic work, 
1. 101, 107 ; suggestions for “anfmal” 
poenu, 1. 105 ; on Bumet'a llUtory 
of his oum Times, 1. M4 ; visit of 
Coleridge to, March 1800, 1. 115; 
change of residence, i. 118 ; love for 
London, 1. 118, 149, 166, 168; on 
Wordsworth’s Lyri<^ Ballads, L 
119, 167 ; on George Dyer's poetry, 
i. 125, 181 ; invitation to Manning, 
L 128; visit to Dr. Andenon, i. 
133 ; In Southampton Bnildingl, i. 
134 ; visit to the Outoh fkm% at 
Oxford, I. 134; on Cottle's AIM 
t. 138 ; visit to Joseph Cottle, I 
140 ; purchase of boon for Words- 
worth, i. 143 ; at a snake exhibition, 
L 144 ; introduction to John Blek- 
roan, i. 145; John WooOoU, i. 
147; Invitation from Uoyd, Mov. 
1800, i. 148 ; on Epii(^eto Aafonfo, 
by w. Godwin, L 150, 161; on 
afterttiona in AniUmio, i. 158 : vigii 
to Oeone Dyer, t 157; proposed 
visit to Mannin at OambridiWy 
158 ; and Miss l^i^y, 1. 160; ekt 
from Godwin, i. 162; on Words- 
worth's “Bong of Lucy," etc., i. 168; 
on Coleridn'B Aneient Motfewm, 
L 164t remy to tavitatioii from 
Wordsworth, I. 164; changs of 
lodgings, i. 166; at 16 MItmMrt 
Biddings, 1. 169. 320; fi. EOHjHm 
eriptkm of rooms, i 169 ; tnvitathm 
to Maaning, L 169; and Whiter 
WIlsoQ, L 170; epigram on Ha^- 
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M. i. m; Godwin*! tMv 
i 175; Jvh% ITooSpH 
i. 1T5; i»flwnn»ce to “Tbo Lon- 
doner/ i. 179, 880; visit to Coleridge 
etKeswksk,i. 182, 880; impreieiQM 
of Ui« lelce district, i. 188 ; on trsns- 
istion of Germsn poems, i. 187, 
883 ; on books for ^Udren, i. 180 ; 
on Chapnum’s HomfVt i. 100; er- 
nmeement of Coleridge's Poems, i. 
190; Spttsph on Mary Umltt, I. 
SOi, 885 ; visit to the Isle of Wight, 
i. 206 ; on Godwin's Jbije of Chawer, 
i 207 ; dlfllottltles of composition, 
L 208; on ^wn, i. 811; excur- 
sions, 1. 217 ; fcrewell to toljscoo, 
1. 218, 886; refareiiC4ai to picture 
sales, 1. 224; farce by, I 225; on 


mfa Ahmim U. 82; OB Ge 9oe*i 
writings, n. 58; advice to Mernard 
ilartott, ii. 62 ; on Sewsll'a If iMory 
afQnahm, U. 64; ** Letter to an Old 
Gentleman, " by, if- 60, 890 ; at dinner 
with Woraswoith, Coleridge, and 
others, th 60 , 820 : on a miniature of 
Pope, IL 74 ; on Haatinga, Hull- 
ington Church, ii. 81, 84: on a review 
of JElto JS^uaift by Southey, U, 81 ; 
at Islington, iL 82; arratigemnts 
for makiM will, 11. 86 ; meditated 
reply to l^uthey, ii. 87, 822 ; on a 


nSketioD of, for Thomas Manning, 

I. 280 ; fSsflure of Mr. H , 1. 2S0 ; 

literary work, 1808, i. 244; on 
hissing, i. 245; at Southampton 
BuU^igs, 1800, i. 240 ; on the first 
number of the jPViend, i. 251 ; st 4 
loner Temple Lane. 1. 262 ; II. 806 ; 
'iread of moving, 1. 252 ; diffloulties 
with dnunatic work, 1. 266; on 
CmUtm of a Wif** i- 352; 

visit to William HaJitt, 1. 254, 838 ; 
on George WiUier's Pfcwotvie, L 260, 
887. ; on Wordsworth's Excurrim^ 1, 
271 ; at Harrow, t. 272 ; on new 
edition of Woriaworth's Poems, 1. 
268, 840 ; on Southey's EoderidCt 1. 
290 ; at Caine, i. 808 -the Beiiay on 
Roast Plg,"i 812 : “TheGrendame" 
and **01d Fhtnaiar fboca," i. 820 ; 
Memoir of, Men of Letters Series, I. 
820 ; Introduetioa to Southey, L 820; 
with 0. Lloyd at Bnrton, Hamp- 
shira. 1797, 1 820 ; poetic rivalry be- 
tween, and Coleridge, 1. 821 ; mtb- 
iloatton of JSomnnnd Gray, 1798, i. 
821; Prologue to GckI win's vialoato, 
I 826; atH^ment to Hester Sav- 
ory, L 884 ; Prologue to Ooleridge'a 
L 889 ; A No. 20 Rnssell 
Street, Oovent Garden, U. 6, 8; 
office names, it 18, vOf ; office time- 
regulations, ii. 19; on F€Ur AU. 
ft 20 ; on office life, ft 23 ; on Lord 
Myron and his poetry, it 28; at 
Galiitoii, it. 84; on Roaat^Pig* it 
87 ; lots of Mends, it 89 ; Poem, 

Clare, it 42; on Paris and 
London, It 46; visit of TMma, it 
46; on Sh^, It 47; to John 
Hewnrd Piiyna to iwihranes to ** All 
Pidii,'* it 50; dedication to ibe 


it 92; on Gtwtho's Pawk, li. i^: 
Kiia black baUed by a book-club, ft 
98, 824 ; on mottoes. It 100 : on the 
death of l»rd Byron, ft 106; on 
the poetry of Shelley, it 109 ; con- 
templated retirement ftoin offioe. IS. 
126 : on quitting official duties, 
Mar. 1825, li. 127, 180 ; on hIs office 
friends, it 128. 180 ; contributions 
to the London Magazine, it 188 ; at 
Enfield, li. 188; illness, it 189; 
“ Popular Fallsclee," tl. 142, 148 ; on 
a portrait of himmdf, it 147, i78 ; 
advice to J. B LilKlin on rsiding, 
it 149; at work on the “Garrick 
Plays,*' It 167, 160; suggesttw of 
auWeet for picture, to It R. Hay- 
don, it 103 ; PAs Intruding fPidote, 
li. 168, 170, lU#, 885, 886; on the 
memory of children, ii. 178; on 
AttiMtolf, 11. 175, 204, 216J162: at 
Enfield, 1827, it 180; on Hood, fl. 
204 ; an Bpithalamium on the mar- 
riage of C. Cowden Clarke, it 207 ; 
“l^ie Widow,” by. it 217; “The 
Gypsy's Malison, ‘‘sonnet, It 217, 218; 
on meter's verses to Emma Isola, 
il. 220 ; “ Ode to the Trsadmill,'* II. 
226 ; aoonet by, to Samuel Bom, 
it 228, 845; “The I'awniiroksrti 
IbrnghW." pttbliebed In lOaekeMuL 
it 230, 846 ; on Wilson's liji and 


on Ufe in town and ecmntry, It 242 ; 
the “Legs of Mutton and f^p 
Crop** Story, It 261, 268 ; putd^ 
tion*^ of Album Psim it 26li 281; 
on locendiarimii, it 264 ; on tomd- 
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811 ; Bmj «m **8ome of the Old 
Aotore,** ii. 814 ; Tieit, with Heir, 
to Jamei K«atiejr et Versailles, ii. 
815 ; irisit to Talma, U. 810 ; Essay 
Oft “ New Tear's Eve,*’ il 818 ; the 
^ftlng of friendship with J. B. 
tHhdin, it. 818: sunclry Essays re< 
ferred to, ii. $27 ; ** The Beligion of 
tlm Actors," by, ii. 831 ; picture pre- 
sented by, to Beroard Barton, U. 
884; portrait of, ii. 887; **The 
Gypsy’s Malison," ii. 842; the 
ImU Erntyg of VAia^ published, ii. 
856 ; Rev. H. F. Gary’s Lines to the 
Memory of, ii. 857. o 

Lsmb, Elizatotli (mother of Oharlesl 
deau of, i. 82, 88. 

Lamb, John (father of Charles! i. 82, 
8$; ii.882. 

Lamb, John (brother of Charles), ac- 
cident to, L 6, 18; 86; work on 
irasianity, by. i. 206, 888. 284; 
death of, ii. 89, 814. 

Lambw Mary, insanity of, i. 82,83; 
at Islington, 1. 85; thonghts of 
Bethlein, i. 80; 88, 60, 00. 63; at 
Hackney, i. 74; 85, 86, 100, 110; 
unsettlM state of bealtli, L 118 ; 
“ Helen," by, 1 186. 826 ; 149, 151, 
818 ; lines by, on ttio Madonna, i. 
818; lines on the **La(ly Blanch," 
i. 214 ; 216, 220, 226, 229 : publica- 
tion of tile Tales 

i. 229. 287 : illness of, I 268 ; Foetry 
M ChUdrtn, l^y, 1. 252, 837 ; ii. 120 ; 
illness of, 1825, iL 189, 184 ; vetom 
of illness, 1829, IL 227 ; 203, 284. 

lauuert. Dr., ii. 17. 

Lsndon, Miss, 11. 175, 217. 

Landor, 'Walter Savage, 11. 878, 854. 
Sm Letters. 

Laaclctr, H’alter Saoago. a Bioffn^y, 
Fomter, tl. 8547^ s" e 

Landors /altoa, L 80S ; Rm Aylmer, 
U.858. 

Lanedowne^ Marqftls of, sale 
pictures, L 226,8^. 

/Mi Smy» qfMkt, tl. 865. 

lem Pome, lit, of V. Booitte, 1. 
284,841. 

I4awrey, Mr., it. 4. 

J/ty efUofU^ Betham, 1. 293. 

Le Grtoe, Charles Valentine, and Misa 
Hnnt, L 2, 7 ; 811. 

Le SamnieL kindness to l.aiiib, 
L M; 106 ; death of, at Jnmaltm, L 
189 : 828. SS4. 



letters ilrcm Charles Isunh tft^ 
Ainsworth, W. Harrison (Dse. 8. 
^), iL 98 ; (Dee. 39, 1828), li! 

Allsop, Thomas (Mar. 90, ISm it 
29 ; (Anfr 9, 1828), ii. 82; (Spt. 

10, 181^ if. 86; (1828), ii. 

(Jan. 7, 2826) iL 121 ; (Jan. 26, 

1827) , iL 160; (Dec. 30. 1827\ II 
191 ; (Jan. 2, 1828), ii. m ; 08291 

11. 226 ; (Jnly 0- 
Asbnry, Dr. (May 1880! li. 295. 
Ayrton, Willkm (May 17, 1817), il 

1; (Mar. 14, 1880X 11 849. 

Barton, Beniard (Sept 11, 1822! it 
48 ; (Dee. 88, 98^ IL 56 ; (Jan. . 
9, 1828), ii. 61 ; (Feb. 17, 1838X 
11. 64; (Mar. 6, 1828X iL 68; 
(Mar. 11, 1828), il 90; (May 8, 

1828) . IL 77; (July 10, 1828! ii. 

80 : (Sept 2, 1828), iL 82; (&pt. 
17, 1823X li. 86; (Nov. 81L 1828), 
iL 90 ; (Jan. 9. 182^ IL 96 ; (Jan. 
28, 1824X IL 98; (Feb. 85. 1824), 
ii. 100; (Mar. 84, 18S4X H. 102 ; 
(April 1824! il. 108: (May 16, 
1824), ti. 104; (Jnly 7, 1S94X II. 
106; (Ang. 1884), iL 108; (Sept 
96, 1824). ii. 110 1. 1824), 


iL 116; (Feb. 10, TS28), R 124 ; 
(Mar. 28, 1826), II. 186; (Apnl 6, 

1825) , IL 129 : (Jnly 8, iO&X «• 
184; (Ang. 10, 1825X IL 186; 
(Feb. 7, ll^ Il 141:<Msr. ID, 

1826) , iL 148; (May 16, 1886X IL 
146; 0»pt 86, 1626X iL 166; 
(end of 1886X iL 167; (Junt 11, 
1827X IL 165; (Aug. 10, 1827! Ii. 
172; (Ang. 88, 1827X It 174; 
(Nov. 1827), iL 189 ; (Dec. 6, 1927), 
iL 190; (Dee. 1887X IL 192; 
(April 21, 1888X iL 199 ; (Oct 11, 
18^X ii- 208; (Dee. 5, 18^ li. 
810; (Mar. 25, 1829X IL 882 : 
(July 8, 1829), iL 237; (July 86, 
1829X il 88h; (Dee. 8, imi iL 


1829X il 88h; (Dee. 8, 1889! iL 
289 ; (Feb. 85, 1880! iL 246 ; (June 
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“Hlmm's Frofti^ Tha^” sdiUm 
dslvmof,U.m 

» Pi^," Derwent Colexidgo, 1. 189, 

Pitt, William, i. 118, 189, 825. 
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t^TabU, The, t 889. 

Rowe, Rev. A.. 1 126, 820 

Rowhbdson, it 168 • 

Roaeana, De Foe, it 66. 

Royal Institution, Coleridge's lectures 
at, t 837. 
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Skiddaw, i. 182. 

Skepper, Anne (ate{Mlaiwbter of Baal! 
Montm), married to 6. W. lbx)eter, 
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Sonnets, ete.«-Pir8t Lines— 

We were two pretty bibes, the 
yonngest she, f. 5. 

When last 1 xoted these winding 
wood-walks gresii. 1 4. 
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rcspondenee with tnmb, i. 821 ; at 
Burton, Hampshire, visit of Lloyd 
and Lamb to, i. 821; Curm of 
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Trimmer, Mrs., 1. 189. 

Trollope, Rcy, W.. anoeeasor to Bev, 
James Boyer at Ghrist’a Bospltat, 
1, 8T6. 
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IVallsr, lA/s oj, Johnson, i. 59. 

Waltham Cross, lines on, il. 190, 197. 
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